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Fada  70 


TONE 
SELECTIVITY 


The  Wonder 

of  the 
Radio  World 


operates  from  A  C  light 
socket — single  dial  and 
rectifier— long-lived  227 
type,  indirect  heater 
tubes — loop  or  antenna 
operation  —  push-pull 
amplifier  —  phonograph 
attachment  —  super- 
djTiamic  speaker  — 
beautiful  burled  wal- 
nut cabinet. 

See  Fada!         Hear  Fada! 

Your  choice  will  be  Fada! 


DISTANCE 
RELIABILITY 


Goblin 


$500.00 


FOR    THE   LARGEST   LISTS   OF   CORRECT    WORDS 
TO  BE  MADE  FROM  THE  LETTERS  IN  THE  NAME 

B.  K.  SANDWELL 


THE  unabated  interest  displayed  in 
our  Fall  and  Winter  Series  has  en- 
couraged us  to  again  increase  the 
Prize-money  for  the  MacLeanagram 
Winter  Series. 

The  enthusiasm  our  readers  have  con- 
tinued to  exhibit  towards  MacLeana- 
•  grams — (even  through  the  Holiday  Sea- 
son just  passed) — reaps  its  own  reward 
for  them^in  this  splendid  Opportunity 
to  Win  $200.00  or  any  one  of  the  Twenty- 
Six  Cheques  we  will  very  soon  have  the 
pleasure  of  mailing  to  fortunate  Entrants, 
totalling  FIVE  HUNDRED  DOLLARS 
in  CASH. 

THE  stimulating  fascination  of  pre- 
paring a  MACLEANAGRAM  Entry 
brightens  up  the  mind,  refreshes  your 
knowledge  of  English  and  is  an  exceed- 
ingly entertaining  as  well  as  profitable 
pastime. 

A  bit  of  spare  time— pencil  and  paper — 
are  the  only  "tools"  required.  These, 
along  with  alertness  of  mind,  will  cause 
your  Entry  to  grow  apace,  which  may 
Win  you  the  $200.00  cheque. 

Mail  Your  Entry  Early 

All  there  is  to  it  is  to  list  as  many  correct 
words  as  possible  from  the  letters  in  the 
name  "B.  K.  Sandwell."  Here  are  a 
few  to  start  you  off  and  illustrate  the 
simplicity  of  the  few  essential  Rules: — 
"bell,"  "ken,"  "naked,"  are  correct; 
"dice,"  "ebb,"  "  swag"  are  not.  A  glance 
will  tell  you  why  in  each  case. 
IF  you  are  doubtful  of  a  word,  include 
*  it  anyway — it  will  not  disqualify  your 
Entry. 

Examination  will  be  facilitated  by  arrange- 
ment of  your  list  in  columns.  Hand-  or 
type-written  lists  are  equally  eligible. 
A  dictionary  will  assist  you  greatly.  So 
will  listing  the  letters  in  the  Key  Name 
This  Coupon  Must  Accompany  Your 
Entry  Properly  Filled  In 

1 

MacLeanagram  Editor  WS/76 

MACLEAN'S  MAGAZINE         Gob. 
Toronto  2,  Ont. 

I  attach  my  entry  to  your  Mac- 
Leanagram for  words  made  from 
letters  in  the  name  B.  K. 
SANDWELL. 

No.  of  words  listed 

For  the  enclosed  $2.00  send 
MACLEAN'S  MAGAZINE  for  one 
year  to 

Name 

Occupation 

Address 

New  or  Renewal 

Entrant 

Address 


MACLEANAGRAM  W.S.  76 


B.  K.  SANDWELL 

"I  was  born  at  Ipswich,  England,  in  December, 
1876.  My  fatlier,  who  is  still  alive,  was  a  Con- 
gregational minister,  and  came  to  Toronto  in  1889 
to  the  pulpit  of  Zion  Church.  He  sent  me  to 
Upper  Canada  College  and  the  University  of 
Toronto,  and  got  me  so  thoroughly  imbued  with 
Canadianism  that  when  the  family  returned  to 
England  about  1898  I  refused  to  settle  down  in 
the  placid  life  of  the  Old  Land  and  came  back  to 
Canada  in  1900.  Since  then  I  have  been  con- 
tinuously engaged  in  an  effort  to  educate  my 
Canadian  fellow-citizens,  either  in  the  columns  of 
newspapers  and  magazines  or  from  a  professorial 
chair;  and  I  have  always  striven  to  make  the 
process  as  painless  as  possible  to  the  victims.  I  am 
the  author  of  "The  Privacity  Agent  and  Other 
Modest  Proposals"  (Dent),  illustrated  by  Arthur 
Lismer,  my  second  book  of  humourous  essays,  that 
was  published  in  England  and  Canada  late  in 
1928;  and  am  a  Fellow  of  the  Royal  Society  of 
Canada."— B.   K.  SANDWELL. 

READ  THESE  SIMPLE 

1.  Entries  will  not  be  accepted  through  Sales 
Representatives,  or  without  the  Official 
Coupon. 

2.  Anyone,  other  than  an  employee  of  MacLean's 
Magazine  or  The  MacLean  Publishing  Company, 
Limited,  and  members  of  their  immediate  families, 
is  eligible  to  compete  for  the  Prizes  oi=tered. 

3.  Entrants  must  send  with  their  Entry  a 
new  or  renewal  subscription  for  themselves 
or  one  of  their  family  resident  at  the  same 
address,  or  a  subscription  secured  from  some 
other  person  and  paid  for  by  that  other 
person  of  $2.00  for  one  year  to  MacLean's 
Magazine.  Entrants  paying  for  other  than 
their  own  or  their  family's  subscription  will 
be  disqualified.  No  Entry  will  be  qualified 
in  respect  of  a  payment  to  a  Sales  Representa- 
tive. 

4.  The  number  of  words  listed  must  be  totalled, 
shown  on  the  Coupon,  and  the  lists  prepared  in 
strictly  alphabetical  order  to  the  last  letter. 


as  to  how  often  each  may  be  used  in  a 
correct  word:— A/1,  L/2,  W/1,  etc. 

You  May  Win  $200 

The  Rules  must  be  strictly  observed. 
Read  them  carefully.  Each  letter  in  the 
Key  Name  may  be  used  as  often  as  pos- 
sible, in  different  words.  Use  of  a  letter 
not  in  the  Key  will  make  a  word  incorrect. 
A  correct  word  may  contain  any  letter 
as  often  as  it  appears  in  "B.  K.  Sand- 
well." 

ONLY  MERIT  WINS 

First  Prize $200.00 

Second  Prize $100.00 

Third  Prize $  50.00 

Fourth  Prize $  25.00 

Fifth  Prize $  15.00 

Sixth  Prize $  10.00 

Twenty  Prizes  of $     5.00 

ENTRIES  CLOSE  FEB.  1st 

Those  mailed  after  February  1st,  as 

shown  by  the  postmark,  will  not  be 

considered  in  Awart^ing  the  Prizes. 

Mail  yours  early! 

No  Entrant  Barred  from  Aw^d 
of  Any  Prize  on  Account  of 
Previous  Prizes  Won. 

CHEQUES  MAILED  PROMPTLY 

THE  JUDGES 
Dr.    E.    J.    Pratt,    Professor  of   English, 
Victoria  College,  University  of  Toronto. 
Miss    Pansy   Atkins,    teacher   and    well- 
known     writer    on     children's    topics, 
Toronto. 
J.  Herbert  Hodgins,  special  feature  writer 
and  financial  expert,  Toronto. 
THE  DECISION 
of  the  Judges  will  be  final  and  absolute, 
and  in  case  of  a  difference  of  opinion.  The 
Concise  English  Dictionary  (Annandale) 
will  be  used  as  the  final  arbiter. 

THE  PRIZE  AWARD 
will     be     announced     in     MACLEAN'S 
MAGAZINE  as  soon  after  February  1st 
as  is  possible.     Watch  for  it! 
RULES  CAREFULLY 

5.  All  entries  to  this  MacLeanagram,  together 
with  the  subscription  payments,  must  be  mailed 
by  Entrants  at  their  post  offices  not  later  than 
February  1st. 

6.  In  determining  the  Winners,  only  printable  and 
recognized  words  of  the  English  language  will  be 
counted.  Do  not  use  obsolete  words,  abbrevia- 
tions, contractions,  apostrophes,  plurals,  combined 
forms,  prefixes,  or  suffixes.  Do  not  use  proper 
names.  Words  spelled  alike,  but  carrying  different 
meanings  will  only  be  counted  as  one  word.  Un- 
intelligible words  will  be  disqualified  as  well  as 
words  changed  or  corrected.  Incorrect  or  doubt- 
ful words  will  not  disqualify  your  Entry,  but  will 
be  taken  into  account  in  determining  the  Winners. 

7.  MacLean's  Magazine  reserves  the  right  to  dis- 
qualify any  Entry  for  any  reason  deemed  sufficient 
by  it. 

8.  No  discussion  can  be  entered  into  by  corre- 
spondence, telephone  or  otherwise  regarding  Mac- 
Leanagrams,  and  all  Entrants  are  understood  by 
the  fact  of  their  Entry  to  agree  to  accept  as  final 
the  published  decision. 


THIS  ADVERTISEMENT  WILL  NOT  APPEAR  AGAIN 


GoBLIN! 


Bids 
1,000,000 

SiyP£^  Six  Ow/\/£iiS  TO  JUDG/E  /F 


76 


ll\1PROVEiV1EI\T$ 


ll\CLU^pE 


Longer,  wider,  roomier,  more  luxurious  bodies— A  big,  adult- 
size  Six  with  big  car  advantages— Power  increased  24%— Above  10  miles 
an  hour  top  speed— Above  60  miles  an  hour  all  day— Even  greater  economy 
—  New  type,  double -action,  4-wheel  brakes,  not  affected  by  weather  — 
4  hydraulic  shock  absorbers— Starter  and  electric  gauge  for  fuel  and  oil 
on  instrument  board— Easier  steering,  greater  riding  ease  and  comfort. 

Essex  the  Challenger,  with  76  improvements,  challenges  the  best  that  motor- 
dom  has  to  offer,  a  challenge  of  interest  to  all  who  would  own  the  best. 

Essex  was  already  a  great  car— a  great  car  in  pride 
of  ownership— a  great  car  in  fineness  and  quality. 
Now  it  incorporates  everyad vancement  suggested 
by  the  experience  of  more  than  1,000,000  Super-Six 
owners.  They  include  larger  bodies,  greater 
stability,  big  car  advantages  in  appearance,  com- 
fort and  performance. 

You  can  compare  it  only  to  costlier  cars,  because 
similar  quality  and  detail  is  present  only  in  high- 
priced  cars,  and  absent  in  cars  built  to  a  price. 


A  BIC  AND 
BETTER  SIX 

840 


and  remember  this  price 


and  up 
f.  o.  b.  Windsor,  taxes  extra 
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Disillusioned  Thoughts  for 
a  New  Year 

HEN  I  was  young 
(Say  under  twenty) 

I  thought  my  store 
Of  years  a  plenty. 


Force  of  Habit 


'The  noisy  pageant, 
Time,  rolls  by: 
One  weeps  to  learn 
The  empty  lie 

That  writ  in  gaudy 

Colours  caught 
The  eager  eyes 

Of  us  untaught. 

(Beauty  a  legend, 

A  fable  Peace; 
One  envied  the  graybeards' 

Earned  release.) 

And  yet  one  stands. 

At  twenty -seven, 
A  bit  too  precious 

Close  to  heaven. 

STEPHEN    MOON. 

*  *  * 

Why  Men  Go  to  the  North 
Woods  to  Raise  Moustaches 

"YL/HAT'S  the  matter,  mad  at 
the  barber?" 

"Where  you  going  after  you  get 
shaved?" 

"Instead  of  washing  your  face 
you're  brushing  it,  huh?" 

"How  long  will  it  be  before  your 
awful  secret  comes  out?" 

"Ah!  I  see  another  one  of  these 
air  lines  has  been  started  on 
nothing." 

"Well,  I  suppose  somebody  will 
be  tickled  by  that." 

"There's  not  much  to  be  said  for 
either  side,  is  there?" 

"Look  out,  old  man,  you're  let- 
ting yourself  in  for  a  trimming." 

"1  think  you're  perfectly  thrill- 
ing.    A  hair  raiser,  in  fact!" 

"Aren't  you  carrying  a  little 
thing  pretty  far?" 

"What's  the  matter,  mad  at  the 
barber?" 

"Where  you  going  after  you  get 
shaved?"  Carroll  Carroll. 


There  was  much  misgiving 
among  the  members  of  the 
Master  Plumbers'  Association  as 
they  gathered  for  their  annual 
banquet  and  ball  at  the  Hotel  Stu- 
pendous last  week.  Festivities 
were  scheduled  to  commence  at 
7.30  p.m.  o'clock,  but  at  that  hour 
only  half  the  number  of  expected 
guests  were  present.  While  ar- 
rangements had  been  made  to  dine 
2,000  persons,  a  rapid  count  re- 
vealed that  no  more  than  1 ,000 
were  assembled  in  the  hall.  Some- 
thing was  wrong.  Each  member 
felt  it,  yet  none  seemed  to  know 
exactly  what  was  wrong.  You 
could  see  it  in  their  strange,  puz- 
zled expressions. 


The  chairman  of  the  evening 
shook  off  this  grim  haunting  sense, 
jumped  to  his  feet  and  rapped  for 
order. 

"Ladies  and  gen — " 

He  halted,  open-mouthed. 

The  hall  was  in  an  uproar.  It 
rose  in  dismay  and  made  a  stam- 
peding rush  for  the  doors.  The 
chairman  himself,  after  a  moment 
of  paralyzed  silence,  let  out  a  great 
oath,  vaulted  the  dais  and  divedl 
into  the  fleeing  mob.  Within  two 
minutes  the  great  ballroom  was 
silent  and  deserted. 

It  seems  the  boys  had  forgotten 
to  bring  their  wenches! 


'HoSi  KsHE^Vk 


■SA-A-A-YI     DID  YOU  GIVE  THAT  HUNGRY  HOUND  MY  DINNER?" 
■YES.  SIR.  AND    YOURE   WELCOME   TO    HALF    THE    CREDIT    FOR 
THE  GOOD  TURN  DONE." 
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A  MR.  JOHN  GUNN  in  a 
western  court  recently  accused 
an  acquaintance  of  throwing  abusive 
language  at  him.  It  appears,  how- 
ever, that  he  was  only  called  a  son  of 
a  Gunn. 


'TROTSKY  is  said  to  be  enjoying 
an  easy  life,  according  to  a 
newspaper  story  which  says  that  he 
spends  his  time  in  writing.  The 
man  who  wrote  that  story  was  no 
journalist. 


AN  entire  railway  system  is  said 
to  have  been  stolen  in  Roumania. 
The  culprit  has  not  been  appre- 
hended nor  have  the  police  been 
reported  to  have  discovered  his 
traces. 


TJNIVERSITY  men  have  per- 
fected  a  traffic  signal  system 
which  is  said  to  be  "almost  human." 
This  will  be  a  great  improvement  on 
the  old-fashioned  traffic  cop. 
*        *        * 

*i r\NLY  the  snake  is  an  expert  at 
going  without  food,"  says  a 
scientist.  A  friend  of  ours,  a  young 
and  striving  commercial  artist,  now 
calls  his  sweetie  a  snake  charmer. 


ft  A  GIRL  should  select  her  hus- 
band by  his  nose,"  says  a 
writer.  This  is  new  to  us,  but  we 
occasionally  hear  of  a  poker  player 
being  selected  by  his  wife  by  his  ear. 


"THE  manager  of  a  bank,  seeing 
three  men  trying  to  break  into 
the  premises,  emptied  a  jug  of  cold 
ivater  over  them.  If  the  men  won't 
come  to  the  cooler,  the  cooler  must 
come  to  the  men. 


lA/E  hear  that  an  ex-Hollywoodite, 
who  had  been  out  of  touch  with 
the  film  capital's  social  world  for 
some  time,  sent  out  his  Christmas 
cards  to  "Mr.  and  Mrs.  (if  any) 
John  Smith,"  etc. 

*        *        * 

JDOVMANIA  has  promised  not 
to  attack  Russia.  Now  if 
Nicaragua  will  only  promise  not  to 
attack  the  United  States,  we  may 
consider  the  world  safe  for  diplo- 
macy. 


"THE  Hamilton  Spectator  sug- 
gested as  an  ideal  Christmas 
gift  for  the  golfer  a  ticket  to  Florida 
or  Bermuda.  Or  for  the  conversa- 
tional bridge  player,  the  baboon  who 
slaps  you  on  the  back  or  the  gorilla 
who  flips  your  necktie  out. 


A   HARVARD  professor    has   in- 
Vented    a    machine    which     will 
exert  600,000  lbs.  pressure  per  square 
inch.      Useful  for  attaching  postage 
stamps. 


A/fAYBE  when   Mr.    Hoover    re- 
turns from  South   America  he 
will  continue  his  itinerary  to  include 
Chicago,  in  an  armoured  car. 

JOHN    CASLON. 


LAWYER-  -YOU  WANT  TO  DIVORCE  THESE  WOMEN?  CAN  YOU  NAME  ANY 
CO-RES  PONDENTSr 

KING  SOLOMON:  "NOT  OFFHAND.  OF  COURSE  BUT  I  STRONGLY  SUSPECT 
THE  97TH  REGIMENT  OF  THE  ROYAL  LIGHT  INFANTRY." 
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R.  BENNETT  is 
leader  of  the  Con- 
servative Party  and 
does  his  best  to 
feel  pleased  about 
it. 

He  will  be  fifty-nine  years  old 
on  the  third  of  July  and  is  prepared 
to  prove  that  his  birthday  is  not 
really  the  fourth. 

He  believes  that  he  has  very 
acute  political  sense  although  he 
thought  Al  Smith  would  be  presi- 
dent. 

He  has  a  theory  that  it  helps 
a  politician  to  be  known  as  a  bit 
of  a  gay  dog,  but  has  had  only 
indifferent  success  in  putting  his 
theory  into  practice.  In  this 
respect  he  almost  envies  Mr.  King. 

He  likes  grapefruit  for  breakfast 
and  will  not  take  oatmeal  because 
he  has  heard  that  it  thickens  the 
blood. 

His  favourite  meal  is  late  supper. 

He  speaks  even  more  quickly 
than  Mr.  Thomas  Church,  but 
sometimes     more     sensibly. 

He  is  able  to  persuade  both  him- 
self and  those  who  listen  that  he 
disapproves  of  a  great  many  things, 
but  in  reality  few  things  penetrate 
him  that  far. 

He  is  a  man  of  temporary  en- 
thusiasms and  superficial  violence. 

He  has  learned  a  great  deal  in 
the  past  few  years  and  often  wishes 
he  were  young  again. 


He  has  small  feet  but  is  a  terrible 
dancer. 

He  often  becomes  restless  about 
midnight  and  telephones  his 
friends. 

He  is  a  delightful  companion 
and  a  generous  friend. 
pOR  some  time  he  had  a  habit 
of  weighing  himself  at  every 
opportunity  but  does  not  bother 
about  it  now. 

He  has  been  defeated  twice 
and  elected  three  times  in  federal 
campaigns. 

He  once  taught  Sunday  School 
in  the  Methodist  Church  at  Chat- 
ham, New  Brusnwick,  and  was  a 
member  of  the  first  town  council. 

He  is  an  honorary  colonel  and 
a  doctor  of  laws  but  has  practically 
never  been  called  by  either  of  these 
titles. 

He  has  usually  been  called 
"R.B."  and  does  not  quite  know 
whether  to  be  embarrassed  or  im- 
pressed since  certain  newspaper 
reporters  adopted  the  American 
style  of  referring  to  him  as  Honour- 
able  Richard   B.   Bennett. 

He  cannot  ride  a  bicycle  and  is 
alarmed  about  horses,  although 
he  belongs  to  the  Ranchmen's 
Club  in  Calgary. 

He  met  Miss  Jennie  Shirreff 
and  her  brother  Joseph  in  the 
Methodist  Church  at  Chatham 
and  thirty  years  later  thus 
acquired  half  of  the  shares  of  the 
Eddy   Match   Company. 

A  few  months  later  he  laid  these 


shares  on  the  altar  at  Winnipeg 
and  now  carries  a  Dunhill  lighter. 

He  often  prefers  gin  to  whiskey 
but  does  not  like  to  admit  it. 

Although  he  is  extremely  ener- 
getic he  neglects  his  correspondence 
and    is   often    unpunctual. 

He  is  usually  in  a   hurry. 

His  favourite  diversion  is  liter- 
ature and  in  this  he  prefers 
biography.  He  also  admires  the 
scriptures  and,  in  moments  of 
oratorical  emotion,  refers  to  them 
without  fear  of  contradiction. 

He  attributes  his  success  in  life 
to  himself  and  Senator  Lougheed. 

He  has  a  very  good  memory. 

He  knew  Max  Aitken  as  a  boy 
and  still  cannot  understand  how 
he  has  made  such  a  success. 

He  did  not  know  Mr.  King  as  a 
boy  but  is  similarly  perplexed 
about   him. 

LJE  occasionally  invites  young 
ladies  to  tea  but  finds  this 
unsatisfactory  because  when  they 
do  not  come  he  is  disappointed 
and  when  they  do  come  he  is 
obliged  to  perceive  that  they  are 
not  afraid  of  him  after  all. 

He  is  a  very  clever  man  if  he 
does  not  have  to  think  too  deep 
nor  explain  too  far. 

He  is  at  his  best  at  a  dinner  party 
where  there  is  rapid  conversation. 

A  great  many  people  admire  him. 

He  does  not  like  people  to  talk 
about  high  blood  pressure,  golf,  or 
the    St.    Lawrence    waterway. 

He  has  suspected  during  the 
last  twelve  months  that  Mr.  How- 
ard Ferguson  is  more  shrewd  than 
generous. 

If  it  were  not  for  the  service 
to  which  he  has  consecrated  him- 
self and  his  possessions  he  would 
like  to  have  a  country  place  in 
Surrey. 

He  is  highly  sentimental  though 
not  romantic,  and  has  a  disposition 
which  finds  satisfaction  in  martyr- 
dom. 

He  is  a  little  frightened  of  Miss 
Agnes  Macphail  and  wishes  she 
would    get   married. 

He  has  more  suits  of  clothes 
than  any  man  in  Ottawa  except 
Senator     McDougald,     and     takes 
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better  care  of  them  than  any  man 
in  Canada  except  Mr.  King. 

He  likes  to  tell  stories  and  tells 
them  very  well. 

He  has  a  fine  natural  sense  of 
humour  which  lately  has  had 
considerable  struggle  with  the  con- 
viction that  he  is  an  important 
man  and  maybe  a  great  one. 
UE  is  determined  to  be  a  gentle- 
man even  if  he  never  becomes 
prime  minister. 

He  wears  wing  collars  with  am- 
ple cravat  and  often  a  white  vestee. 
His  private  ambition  is  to  add  to 
these  a  monocle  although  as  yet 
Ke  has  progressed  only  as  far  as 
spectacles  with  a  black  cord. 

He  longs  to  attend  an  imperial 
conference. 

He  loves  a  barber  shop  and  few 
things  delight  him  more  than  to 
have  a  face  massage  followed  by 
treatment  for  the  scalp,  neither  of 
which  has  yet  produced  any  defi- 
nite result  beyond  moral  exhilara- 
tion. 

R.   T.   L. 

*  *        * 
Crowding  Them  a  Little 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bellus  entertained  about 
30  from  Akron  and  Cleveland  on  Sunday. 
About  five  loads  of  nuts  were  the  day's 
gathering. 

— Medina  (Ohio)  Gazette 

*  *        * 

"Babies  are  going  to  have  their 
place  in  the  sound  pictures." 
"For  crying  out  loud!" 

*  *        * 

Little  Necks  in  Season 
In  the  spring  a  man  is  Very 
Apt  to  neck  his  secretary; 
And  when  birdies  tweet  and  call  so 
He  may  neck  his  partner's  also. 


Dear  Domestic  Relations 

QNE  of  the  biggest  problems  in 
our  family  has  been  the  diffi- 
culty in  remembering  birthdays. 
We're  a  captious  clan,  a  high- 
strung,  sensitive  people,  and  when 
a  birthday  is  forgotten  it  requires 
all  the  tact  of  a  foreign  diplomat 
to  restore  harmonious  relations 
with    our   inharmonious    relations. 

There  are  other  important  as- 
pects. Uncle  Horace  cleaned  up  a 
cool  million  in  oil.  He's  nearly 
seventy  and  a  bachelor.  It  cer- 
tainly would  be  shortsighted  to 
overlook  the  anniversary  of  Uncle's 
birth,  wouldn't  it?  And  Aunt 
Prunella,  the  family  dietitian  whose 
pies  and  cakes  fall  around  us  in 
a  succulent  shower  at  holiday  time, 
must  be  catered  to  if  we  are  to 
continue  to  relish  her  dainties. 

After  much  consideration  of  the 
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AN  ELEPHANT  NEVER 
FORGETS 

problem,  I  have  found  a  solution 
that  I  hereby  tender  to  all  of  you, 
a  solution  that  will  pour  oil  on 
troubled  domestic  waters.  Here  it 
is: 

Hold  a  Union  Birthday  Party 
once  a  year  for  all! 

We  did  it  last  Tuesday.  Every 
cousin,  every  aunt,  every  uncle 
attended.  We  baked  12  cakes, 
one  for  each  month  in  the  year. 
I  had  146  birthday  cards  printed 
and  my  stenographer  mailed  them 
out  to  the  family  list  the  day 
before  the  party.  Everybody 
kissed   everybody   else.      And   one 


gift  was  passed  around  from  person 
to  person.  There  was  no  hard 
feeling,  for  everybody  received  the 
same  present,  which  was  put  back 
into  the  closet  for  another  year 
after  it  has  gone  around  the 
family   circle. 

As  a  result  I  can  forget  birth- 
days for  12  months  and  devote 
my  thoughts  to  more  important 
things.  Aunt  Prunella's  cakes  will 
continue  to  come  with  welcome 
regularity.  Everybody's  happy. 
And  Uncle  Horace  (who  doesn't 
look  so  well  this  week)  will  have 
no  cause  to  add  any  codicils  or 
eliminate  any  clauses  from  his 
will. 

— ARTHUR    L.   LIPPMAN. 

*  *  * 

Love  Note  in  the  Sign  Language 

VOU  arouse  my  adoration 
With    your    ardent     ! 
When  you  see  the  roll  of  $  in  my 
hand; 
At   this  most  important   . 
In    the   evening   a   myriad 

Tiny   flashes   light  your   mystic 
optics    & 
I'm  convinced  you  have  my  # 
As  I  drift  away  in  slumber; 

You   are   there  with  vigor,   vim 
and  likewise  — , 
And   I'm  slave  to  each  suggestion 
That  you  make;    beyond  a  ? 
You're    the    cute    though    /less 
monarch  of  my  cash! 

C.  WARDEN    LA    ROE. 

*  *  * 

A  Neat  Trick  at  That 

Harriet  Agnes  Cohs  got  a  needle  in 
her  wrist  last  February  three  years 
ago  and  yesterday  afternoon  said 
needle  worked  its  way  out  of  the  arm  of 
George  Lathrop.  prosperous  young 
business  man. 

— Michigan  Journal 
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Bad  News 
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LAS,  justwhenwe  had 
"^AP  l-tr"^  begun  to  feel  satis- 
^^k  /^^  fied  that  our  scath- 
fc^^k  %/ \^    ing  words  had  ruined 

^^^!%  I    ^°'"      ^^      *^"^^      *^^ 
dance    marathon 

idea,  along  comes  Mr.  Milton 
Crandall,  promoter  of  many  of 
the  above-mentioned  atrocities,  and 
announces  a  ne  A'  atrocity,  a  talk- 
ing marathon.  We  understand 
that  he  had  thirty-six  entries  (in- 
cluding only  nine  women)  already. 
The  elocutionary  fracas  was  to  be 
replete  with  sprints  and  many 
languages.  Which  only  goes  to 
show  that  if  one  represses  the  Evil 
One  in  one  place,  he  pops  up  in 
another.  The  feature  of  this  hoarse 
race  which  annoys  us  the  most, 
probably,  is  the  large  number  of 
our  acquaintances  who  are  appar- 
ently training  heavily  for  honors 
in  similar  events.  Oh,  all  right, 
we'll  keep  quiet,  then. 

Irony 

\/ISTORS  to  the  downtown  sec- 
tor of  Toronto  the  second  day 
after  Christmas  might  have  seen 
an  unusual  phenomenon  in  the 
profession  of  pan-handling.  The 
mendicant  in  question  wore  a  full- 
rigged  Santa  Claus  outfit  which  he 
had  apparently  retained  after  act- 
ing in  that  capacity  for  some 
charitable  organization.  One  of 
our  agents  reports  that  he  made 
quite  a  killing  among  the  crowds 
rushing  to  exchange  their  Christ- 
mas presents. 

Terrible  Trivia 

The    new    Savarin    Restaurant 

prints  on  its  menu  cards  the 

words   of    the   famous   Savarin    to 


the  effect  that  if  you  told  him 
what  a  man  eats  he  could  tell 
you  what  he  is.  We  tried  it 
out  on  our  lunch  partner, 
detailing  a  luncheon  consist- 
ing of  Charlotte  Russe,  lob- 
ster a  la  Newberg,  meringue 
glace,  and  a  few  other  in- 
digestibles.  "Go  no  further." 
said  the  gastropsychic,  '  I 
know  what  you  are  right  now. 
You  are  a  sick  man.".  .  .  . 
Toronto  street  cars  carry  large 
placards  where  the  alleged 
cowcatcher  used  to  be, 
advertising  Professor  Wrong's 
poem  "The  Rise  and  Fall  of  New 
France."  ...  At  the  Toronto 
Writers'  Club  if  a  man  sells  a 
story  to  MacLeans,  he  is  expected 
to  buy  an  85  cent  meal  for  the  other 
literary  luncheoners.  If  he  sells 
a  story  to  the  Canadian  Magazine 
(no  offence,  wait  a  minute)  he  is 
supposed  to  buy  a  65  cent  lunch 
for  the  scribes.  If  he  sells  a  story 
to  Goblin,  his  friends  treat  him.  .  . 
Local  daily  journals  the  other  day 
carried  an  item  to  the  effect  that  a 
horse  kicked  a  fish.  .  .  That's 
news.  .  .  The  fish  died  .  .  .  Morley 
Callaghan,  the  librarian-novelist 
and  discoverer  of  New  York, 
recently,  it  is  said,  walked  away 
from  a  $10,000  offer  from  the 
Cosmopolitan.  .  .  A  very  strange 
fugitive,  say  we.  .  .  Mr.  A.  Koeh- 
ler    of     the    Canadian    Gooderich 


TILLIE:  "MITHTER.  I  WANT  THOME 
ADHETHIVE  PLATHTER." 

DRUG  CLERK:  "WHAT  THICKNESS?" 
TILLIE:  "DON'T  MAKE  FUN  OF  MEI" 


Company,  reports  the  following 
items  as  being  the  contents  of  his 
five-year-old  son's  pockets:  I  hand- 
kerchief, I  small  tin  box,  I  paper 
Christmas  bell,  I  coin  purse,  1 
bunch  of  string,  12  safety  pins, 
7  pieces  of  chalk,  2  pieces  of  cement, 

2  marbles,  15  small  pieces  of  mark- 
ing crayon,    I    toy  steering  wheel, 

3  toy  blocks,  4  Santa  Claus 
stickers,  I  paper  fastener,  I  stick 
of  gum,  3  small  pieces  of  folded 
paper,  30  glass  beads.  The  haul 
was  made  all  on  one  occasion  while 
the  culprit  slept  .  .  Do  your 
Christmas  shopping  early  .   .   . 

Baleful  Anecdote 
A  SAD  story  has  recently  come 
to  our  ears.  It  concerns  a 
Practical  Joker  and  a  Trusting 
Soul.  During  a  recent  game  in 
Hamilton  the  Trusting  Soul,  a 
visitor  from  Toronto,  called  up 
his  old  chum,  the  P.J.,  who  resides 
in  the  former  city.  "I'm  sorry,  old 
man,"  said  the  P. J.,  "but  I'm 
afraid  I  can't  see  you." 

"Why  not?" 

"Well,  the  fact  is  I'm  just  about 
to  commit  suicide.  When  I  have 
finished  this  last  bottle  I  am  going 
to  bump  myself  off  with  this 
revolver."  Something  ominously 
hard  was  tapped  against  the  tele- 
phone mouthpiece. 

The  Trusting  Soul  thought  fast. 
"Well,  look  here,"  he  said.  "I 
don't  think  I've  ever  seen  anybody 
commit  suicide.  Do  you  mind  if 
I  come  up  and  watch  you?" 

"No,  I'm  afraid  I  couldn't  do 
that,  old  man.  You  see,  it  would 
only  get  you  into  a  lot  of  trouble." 

"Well,  then,  just  for  old  times' 
sake  can  I  come  up  and  have  a 
drink  with   you   first?" 

There    was    a    moment's   pause. 

"Hm,  maybe  that  would  be 
all  right.  I  tell  you  what.  If  you'll 
promise  to  leave  me  whenever  I 
say  so  and  not  to  interfere,  I'll 
let  you  come  up  for  just  a  few 
minutes, — but  remember,  no  inter- 
ference." 

It  was  agreed.  The  Trusting 
Soul  lost  no  time  in  'phoning  the 
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police  and  requesting  an  ambulance 
and  a  straight-jacket,  then  after 
fortifying  himself  for  the  ordeal 
with  a  couple  of  quick  ones,  he 
went  out,  met  the  officers  and  drove 
straightway  to  the  home  of  his  old 
friend.  They  were  greeted  at  the 
door  by  a  man  clad  in  pajamas  and 
dressing-gown  who  showed  them 
an  expression  of  bland  innocence, 
a  man  who  denied  all  knowledge 
of  the  affair  and  who  complained 
that  he  was  just  about  to  retire 
and   resented    the   intrusion. 

They  do  say  the  straight-jacket 
had  to  be  used  after  all. 

Thrust 

A  CLASSIC  of  criticism  which 
is  seeing  type  again  concerns 
a  libel  suit  defended  by  Heywood 
Broun  when  in  his  review  of  a 
play  he  averred  that  a  certain 
actor  was  "the  worst  in  the  world." 
The  judge  dismissed  the  case  upon 
the  grounds  that  the  criticism  was 
merely  an  expression  of  an  opinion, 
since  had  Broun  called  him  the 
greatest  actor  in  the  world  it 
would  not  have  made  him  so. 

The  furore  having  subsided  and 
Mr.  Broun  having  been  called 
many  nasty  names  by  the  actor 
and  his  friends,  the  critic  got 
in  the  last  word  on  the  occasion 
of  his  reviewing  a  second  play 
in  which  the  same  actor  appeared. 
This  time  he  wrote  "he  was  not 
up  to  his  usual  standard." 

A  Sort  of  a  Welcome 

^^NE  who  was  no  end  depressed 
over  the  recent  spectacle  of 
the  commercialization  of  the  so- 
called  Christmas  spirit  now  takes 
new  hope  for  the  preservation  of 
altruism  in  the  example  of  humani- 
tarianism  furnished  by  the  young 
editors  of  the  newly  born  Canadian 
Mercury,  copies  of  which  are  now 
to  be  had.  Once  again  a  group 
of  kind  people  have  offered  that 
rugged  beast,  the  Canadian  beaver 
caviar,  and  once  again  one  fears 
the  unappreciative  creature  will 
scurry  off  in  search  of  a  fresh 
caught   trout   or   whatever   vulgar 


form  of  food  they  prefer  on  the 
hoof  or  fin.  The  implication  is 
not  that  Canada  lacks  a  potential 
audience  for  such  a  magazine  but 
that  this  suitable  Canadian  audi- 
ence, like  that  purely  Canadian 
fauna,  the  side-hill  gouger,  is  an 
elusive  animal,  continually  running 
around  the  sides  of  a  mountain  of 
a  literary  inferiority  complex,  and 
hence  hard  to  capture  in  a  circula- 
tion manager's  bag.  Well,  it's 
here,  anyway,  the  Mercury  we 
mean,  and  we've  warned  you. 

The  Editor's  Mail 

<'IF  you  continue  to  include  in 
your  department  such  tall 
and  improbable  stories  as  the  one 
in  the  last  issue  about  the  world's 
largest  midget,  to  say  nothing 
of  the  miserly  fishmonger  gag," 
writes  Alden  Daniels,  "you  are 
liable  to  get  yourself  into  a  serious 
predicament.  1  warn  you  you  are 
playing  with  fire.  Let  us  have  the 
facts,  plain  and  unembroidered. 
Why,  only  the  other  day  I  was  out 
at  the  Zoological  Gardens  and  was 
amazed  to  find  eighteen  or  twenty 
ditch  diggers  excavating  a  trench. 
When  I  enquired  the  cause,  the 
keeper  sadly  told  me  that  the  pet 
boa  constrictor  had  just  passed 
away.  It  appears  that  the  un- 
fortunate reptile  had  broken  loose 
from  its  enclosure  and  swallowed 
a  nearby  goat,  shortly  afterwards 
dying  of  indigestion.  When  I 
expressed  amazement  and  the  be- 
lief that  one  of  these  giant  crea- 
tures could  easily  digest  half  a 
dozen  goats,  the  mournful  keeper 
agreed  with  me  and  admitted  that 
they  themselves  had  been  puzzled 
until  an  examination  of  the  goat's 
body  revealed  that  the  animal  had 
recently  eaten  a  copy  of  a  recent 
issue  of  Goblin  and  that  some  of 
the  stories  were  apparently  too 
much  for  even  a  boa  constrictor  to 
swallow.     Now  will  you  be  good?" 


Public  Spirit 

A  N     anecdote 
of    the   late 
lamented    fes- 
tive season  con- 
cerns an  excess- 
ively    convivial 
man  whose  desk 
drawer    on    the 
last  day  of  nine- 
teen    twenty- 
eight   was   well- 
stocked    with 
bottles  of  giggle 
soup.  (Ah, there, 
Walter    Win- 
chell!)    and    his 
firm      intention 
that  everyone  in 
his  office  build- 
ing should  share 
with    him    in    a 
wake     for      the 
death      of      the 
year.    It  so  hap- 
pened   that    the 
occupants  of  the 
next  office  were 
none     too     gra- 
ciously at  work 
on  the  books  of 
their    firm    and 
anxious     to     fi- 
nish before  mid- 
night.      Sundry 
attempts  on  the 
part  of  the  joy- 
ful   clown    first 
mentioned  to  in- 
trigue them  in- 
to a  life  of  gin 
met  with  a  cold 
response.  Final- 
ly     it      became 
necessary     to 
eject  the  visitor 
by  force.    It  be- 
came   necessary 
to     repeat     the 
act.         On     the 
third  occasion  a 
particularly  an- 
noyed   account- 
ant socked  him 
in  the  eye,  jam- 
med    a     waste- 
paper    basket 
over     his     head 
and  kicked  him 
downstairs.    On 
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emerging  late  in 
the  evening  the 
toilers  were  sur- 
prised to  find  a 
sign  stolen  from 
a  street  excava- 
tion propped 
against  their 
door.  It  read: 
"  DANGER  — 
MEN  AT 
WORK!" 


It  Happened 

QUR  belief 
that  Cana- 
da is  a  land  of 
opportunity  is 
strengthened  by 
the  news  from 
the  north  coun- 
try that  a  young 
man  from  Tor- 
onto walking 
along  in  the 
dark  carrying  a 
stove  pipe  and 
a  bottle  of  bran- 
dy fell  over  an 
embankment 
the  other  day; 
when  he  was 
picked  up  it  was 
discovered  that 
the  stove  pipe 
had  gouged  out 
direct  evidence 
of  a  deposit  of 
copper.  The 
young  man  was 
immediately 
placed  upon  his 
feet  and  in  the 
presidential 
chair  of  a  new 
company  which 
was  formed  to 
work  the  pro- 
perty. The  bot- 
tle of  brandy 
was   broken. 


Yes,  We  Have  No  Bananas! 
/^UR  European  operatives  report 
an  amusing  bit  of  history  con- 
cerning a  young  Canadian  liquor 
exporter  now  sojourning  abroad 
for  his  health  and  to  break  the 
tedium  of  midnight  rides  proffered 
him  by  earnest  young  men  from 
across  the  border.  It  appears 
that  the  young  benefactor  of 
thirsting  humanity,  whose  sar- 
torial excellence  has  long  marked 
him  as  one  of  the  beauty  spots 
of  the  Border  Cities,  expressed  a 
life-long  wish  to  see  himself  in  a 
yachting  uniform.  A  friend  sug- 
gested acquiring  one  immediately 
and  together  they  repaired  to  a 
street  of  London's  most  exclusive 
tailoring  establishments.  Two 
magnificent  uniforms  were  ordered, 
a  blue  one  with  gold  buttons  and  a 
white  one  with  gold  braid.  During 
the  measuring  the  tailor  made  a 
discreet  reference  to  the  yacht 
and  was  surprised  to  learn  that  the 
young  salt  did  not  possess  one. 
Fate,  however,  entered  here  in  the 
person  of  another  customer  who, 
overhearing  the  remark,  offered  to 
sell  a  boat  immediately.  The  deal 
was  consummated  on  the  spot  and 
now  the  blue  waters  of  the  Medi- 
terranean carry  upon  their  breast 
one  more  lustrous  jewel.  It  was  a 
banana    boat. 

Warning 

\X/E  read  in  The  Boulevardier,  a 
monthly  journal  published 
in  Paris  by  a  group  of  Anglo- 
Saxons  of  liberated  and  diverting 
ideas,  that  the  man  or  woman 
who  smokes  is  well  looked  after 
in  Roumania.  It  is  there  the  rule 
on  the  railways  that  non-smokers 
are  forbidden  the  use  of  the  com- 
partments reserved  for  smokers. 
Journeys  in  Roumania  are,  we 
imagine,  comparatively  short  but 
even  there  it  must  be  something  of 
an  ordeal  to  find  oneself  under 
way  with  nothing  in  one's  pocket 
but  a  box  of  stogies  and  to 
realize  the  necessity  of  continuous 
smoking  in  order  to  retain  one's 
seat.  We  trust  that  the  tobacco 
companies  in  Canada  have  not 
enough  influence  with  the  govern- 
ment to  bring  about  such  a  ruling 


here.     A  trans-Canada  trip  would 
be  trying. 

For  Your  Information 

CPECIAL  gastronomic  note:  The 
Lido  (French-Italian  restaur- 
ant) on  Temperance  Street,  Tor- 
onto, serves  about  an  acre  of 
spaghetti  and  mushrooms  that  you 
will  attempt  to  finish,  and  at  a 
nominal  price.  Also  one  is  liable 
to  find  there  professional  men- 
about-town  trying  out  their  high 
school  French  and  university 
Italian. 

Anecdote 

\A/E   suspect   that   this   story   is 
not  new  but  the  correspond- 
ent who  sent  it  in  claims  that  it  is 
authentic. 

Several  years  ago,  Firestone, 
Ford,  Edison  and  Burroughs  were 
touring  through  West  Virginia. 
A  light  on  their  car  went  bad,  and 
they  stopped  at  a  little  cross-roads 
store  in  the  Buckhannan  section. 
Mr.  Ford  went  into  the  store  to 
make  the  purchase. 

"What  kind  of  automobile  lights 
do  you   have?"   asked   Ford. 

"Edison,"  replied  the  merchant. 

"I'll  take  one,"  said  Ford,  "and 
by  the  way,  you  may  be  interested 
to  know  that  Mr.  Edison  is  out  in 
my   car." 

"So?"  said   the  merchant. 

When  the  light  was  put  in,  it 
was  found  that  a  new  tire  was 
needed,  and  Ford  went  back  into 
the  store  and  asked  what  kind  of 
tires  the  merchant  had. 

"Firestone,"  was  the  reply. 

"By  the  way,  you  may  be  inter- 
ested to  know  that  Mr.  Firestone 
is  out  there  in  may  car,  and  that 
I   am  Mr.   Ford — Henry  Ford." 

"So?"  said  the  merchant,  and 
let  drive  a  long  squirt  of  tobacco 
juice  against  the  wall. 

While  the  merchant  was  putting 
on  the  tire,  Burroughes,  who  had 
white  whiskers,  leaned  out  of  the 
car  and  said,  "Good  morning,  sir." 

The  merchant  looked  up  at  him 
with  a  grin  full  of  sarcasm  and  said: 

"If  you  try  to  tell  me  that 
you  are  Santa  Claus,  I  '11  be  damned 
if  I  don't  crown  you  with  this 
wrench." 

—JOSEPH   EASTOX   McDOUGALL. 
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The  Time  We  Saw  the  Movie 


KNEW  when  I  met 

for      lunch 

was  restless 

^      so       I       said      hello 

„0     George     what's 

'^  ^     wrong  with  you? 

He  said  I'm  fed 
up  with  working  how  would  you 
like  to  go  and  sit  in  a  movie  this 
afternoon  and  I  said  I  can't  pos- 
sibly because  I  have  to  meet  a 
fellow  at  the  office  and  George  said 
why  don't  you  see  him  to-morrow, 
we  could  run  up  to  my  place  and 
have  one  and  then  have  a  nice 
quiet  afternoon,  there's  nothing 
so  restful  as  sitting  in  a  movie. 

All  right  then  I  said  so  after 
lunch  we  got  in  George's  car  and 
went  up  to  his  place  and  he  had 
a  new  kind  so  we  tried  it  and  it 
was  pretty  good  and  after  a  while 
I  said  George  if  we're  going  to  that 
movie  we'd  better  hurry. 

Let's  not  hurry  about  anything 
George  said  let's  relax,  this  is  just 
a  quiet  afternoon  and  we  can  go 
to  the  movie  tonight. 

No  I  said  I'm  going  to  bed  early 
tonight  and  George  said  well  we'll 
go  to  the  early  show  at  seven 
o'clock  and  then  have  something 
to  eat  and  you  can  be  home  by 
ten  o'clock. 

All  right  then  I  said  and  George 
said  we  may  as  well  try  another  of 
these  and  I  said  all  right  then. 

So  we  talked  about  a  lot  of 
things  and  George  made  a  couple 
of  other  new  ones  so  I  could  choose 
the  one  I  liked  best  and  after  a 
while  when  I  looked  at  my  watch 
it  was  seven  o'clock  and  I  said 
look  George  we're  late  we've  got 
to  hurry  and  George  said  let's  not 
hurry  about  anything  let's  relax 
because  it's  good  for  you  to  relax 
now  and  then  and  I  said  yes  but 
I'm  getting  hungry. 

So  George  said  well  I'll  tell  you 
we'll  just  go  down  town  quietly 
and  have  something  to  eat  and 
then  we  can  go  in  quietly  and  see 
the  nine  o'clock  show  and  you'll 
still  be  home  in  good  time  and  I 
said  well  I  don't  care  so  much 
about  the  movie  and  George  said 
oh  let's  relax. 

So  after  a  while  we  went  down 
town  and  George  said  we  would  go 


to  the  hotel  because  he  felt  like 
oysters  and  the  waiter's  name  was 
Harry  so  George  ordered  a  lot  of 
different  things  and  then  he  got 
Harry  to  count  for  us  because  he 
said  we  had  to  chew  each  mouthful 
fifty  times  so  we  wouldn't  eat  too 
quickly. 

So  it  was  about  ten  o'clock  when 
we  got  to  the  movie  but  the  girl 
said  the  big  picture  had  just  nicely 
started  so  George  said  we  might  as 
well  see  it  and  we  went  in  and  got 
pretty  good  seats. 

It  was  a  movie  with  Gloria 
Swanson  in  it  and  I  waited  for  her 
to  come  along  but  I  couldn't  see 
her  and  I  said  I  don't  see  Gloria 
and  George  said  neither  do  1 
there's  something  wrong  with  that 
fellow's  machine  it's  all  out  of 
focus  and  I  said  yes  it's  faulty. 

So  George  said  I'm  going  to  get 
my  money  back  and  he  called  an 
usher  and  the  usher  came  over  and 
George  said  this  picture's  blurry 
it's  no  good  at  all  and  I  want  my 


money  back  and  the  usher  said  we 
request  quietness  in  the  theatre 
sir  would  you  like  to  try  seats 
nearer  the  front  sir  and  George 
said  that's  a  very  sound  scheme 
I  must  tell  the  manager  about  you 
what's  your  name  and  the  usher 
said  Gilbert  sir. 

So  we  got  our  hats  and  coats 
and  Gilbert  took  us  down  to  the 
front  of  the  theatre  and  George 
said  the  front  row  Gilbert  I  want 
to  see  this  picture  and  he  gave 
Gilbert  a  dollar  and  we  sat  down 
in  the  front  row  and  looked  at  the 
picture  again. 

It  was  pretty  hard  to  look  at  it 
because  it  kept  snapping  at  us 
and  George  said  I  can't  relax  here 
it  cricks  my  neck  and  I  said  I 
think  I  have  a  headache  and 
George  said  the  picture's  no  good 
at  all  I  think  I'd  like  some  music. 

So  he  went  over  to  the  orchestra 
rail  and  the  orchestra  wasn't  there 
but  the  orchestra  leader  was  a  fat 
looking  man  with  glasses  on  and 
George  said  when  does  the  music 
start  and  the  orchestra  leader  said 


Purchaser  of  manor  house:  "Well,  with  a  hook,  a  month,  it  oughta 
taf^s  us  only  about  three  generations. 
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be    careful    now    sir    there'll     be 
trouble  sir. 

Don't  be  silly  George  said  so  he 
climbed  over  the  rail  and  picked 
up  a  saxaphone  and  Gilbert  came 
up  and  George  said  here's  Gilbert 
and  1  went  up  too  and  1  said  yes 
good  old  Gilbert. 

So  George  said  I'll  show  Gilbert 
how  to  play  the  saxophone  pro- 
perly and  Gilbert  said  now  sir 
please  sir  and  the  orchestra  man 
started  down  a  little  stairs  and  he 
said  I'm  going  to  get  the  manager 
and  George  said  tut  tut  why  don't 
you  relax. 

So  I  climbed  over  the  orchestra 
rail  too  and  I  picked  up  the 
orchestra  man's  little  stick  and 
George  said  his  favorite  piece  was 
Roamin'  in  the  Gloamin*  so  he 
played  some  of  it  and  everybody 
in  the  theatre  clapped  and  some 
fellows  in  the  balcony  gave  a 
Varsity  yell  so  George  and  I  gave 
a  Varsity  yell  too  and  then  we  saw 
a  little  short  man  with  a  moustache 


and  a  policeman  starting  to  come 
down  the  aisle. 

So  George  said  goodbye  Gilbert 
and  we  went  down  the  little  stairs 
and  got  out  into  a  lane  and  down 
the  street  to  George's  car  and  we 
went  over  to  George's  and  talked 
for  a  while  and  we  haven't  been 
back  yet  for  our  coats  and  hats, 
but  George  said  that  sort  of  thing 
doesn't  matter  where  health  is 
concerned  and  that  we  must  go  to 
a  movie  again  sometime  because 
they  are  so  restful. 

GEOFFREY  MARSH. 


Night  Thought 

gELOV'D,    1    go    to     sleep; 

hand-in-hand 
With   you,    I'd   walk   across 
magic   strand  i^  j^ 


Washed  by  the  moon's  pale  waves, 
in  Slumberland. 

But  probably,  with  usual  luck,  I'll 
be 

Chased  by  a  dream  cow  up  a  cactus 
tree. 

Or,  trouserless,  appear  at  some- 
one's tea. 

JOSEPH    SCHULL. 


To-night  how  about  getting  hold  of  the  half -man-half -woman  and  us  four  playing  some  bridge?' 
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The  Pipes  of  My  Aunt 

Y  aunt,  who  is  French,  has 
called  to  me  on  the  telephone. 
The  fire  in  the  furnace  of  my  aunt 
is  extinguished  and  her  house  is 
cold.  I  must  go  and  light  a  fire 
in  the  furnace  of  my  aunt.  You 
are  my  friend,  let  us  go  together. 

This  is  the  house  of  my  aunt, 
we  enter.  Beware  of  my  aunt's 
dog  of  which  the  teeth  are  sharp. 
Have  one  of  the  cigars  of  my 
uncle.  These  are  the  steps  to 
the  cellar.  The  furnace  is  on  the 
floor,  it  is  black  and  has  many 
pipes.  Open  its  doors.  There  is 
no  wood  to  kindle  the  fire.  Here 
is  an  axe,  let  us  break  up  the 
steps.  The  wood  of  the  steps  is 
burning  at  last.  Put  on  your  hat, 
your  hair  is  on  fire.  Now  we  must 
fill  all  the  holes  of  the  furnace 
with  coal. 

We  must  await  the  large  con- 
flagration. The  janitor  who  ad- 
justs the  furnace  is  not  here. 
When  he  is  waiting  and  the  pipes 
of  my  aunt  are  cold  he  drinks  from 
the  bottle  in  his  pocket.  He  is  a 
iclever  man.  The  furnace  is  de- 
signed to  heat  the  water  in  the 
pipes  of  my  aunt.  It  is  a  poor 
design.  This  furnace  has  no  sex 
appeal. 

The  air  of  the  cellar  is  becoming 
full  of  smoke.  Push  the  large 
pipe    into    the    round   hole.      Alas, 


the  large  pipe  has  fallen  on  the 
head  of  my  friend.  The  soot  of  the 
pipe  is  in  my  mouth.  It  does  not 
taste  like  the  liver  of  the  stuffed 
goose.  The  smoke  is  enlarging. 
Turn  on  all  the  taps  in  the  pipes. 
Now  the  cellar  is  filling  with  water 
and  soon  the  fire  will  be  out. 

In  the  house  of  my  aunt  there 
is  smoke  also.  She  will  think  it 
is  the  cigars  of  my  uncle.  I  can 
hear  the  dog  with  the  sharp  teeth 
gasping.  Good!  I  hope  it  expires. 
My  aunt  goes  to  the  top  of  her 
house.  She  has  cast  herself  from 
an  attic  window.  Her  descent  has 
broken  the  aerial  wire  of  the 
radio.  My  uncle's  radio  cost  over 
two  hundred  dollars.  The  crash 
of  my  aunt  has  broken  the  bulbs 
of  my  uncle's  garden.  The  vicious 
dog  has  escaped  to  the  roof. 

Let  us  get  out  of  the  cellar  before 
we  are  drowned.  The  steps  are 
burnt  in  the  furnace.  Here  is  a 
small  window.  On  the  nails  of 
the  window  our  clothes  are  torn. 
Now  we  are  in  the  fresh  air. 
Behold  the  neighbours,  they  are 
running  to  the  landing  place  of 
my  aunt.  She  sees  us  but  she  does 
not  speak.  The  man  at  the  corner 
is  pulling  the  handle  of  the  red 
box.  When  my  uncle  comes  home 
and  sees  that  his  bulbs  are  broken 
he  will  be  cross. 

—GEOFFREY  KEIGHLEY. 


Hadestown  -  on -the -Styx 
Notes 

***Miss  Lucretia  Borgia  was  given 
a    surprise    sulphur-and-brimstone 
shower  at  her  home  last  evening. 
***It  seems    everybody    is    com- 
plaining about  the  heat. 
***Ye  scribe  took  a  cold  the  other 
day.     All  his  friends  are  begging 
him  to  divulge  where  he  got  same. 
***The   football    season    is    well 
started.     Fireman  Ed  Burns  tells 
us  his  corps  of  assistants  are  busy 
heating  up  the  gridiron  in  prepara- 
tion for  the  big  game  Saturday. 
***One-way  streets  to  Here  are  the 
rule. 

***Many  complaints  are  coming 
in  about  the  congestion  at  the  ferry 
on  the  other  side  of  the  Styx.  Re- 
tire the  inefficient  Charon  and 
build  a  bridge  or  tunnel  or  some- 
thing, we  say. 

***Sol  Rubens,  our  leading  cloak 
and  suiter,  says  there  is  a  big  de- 
mand for  asbestos  garments.  Ac- 
cording to  Sol,  they  are  going  like 
cold  cakes. 

A.   H.   RODIEK. 

Just  a  Little  Hoarse 

Mrs.   C.   A.    Hammond   is  sick   in   bed 
this  week  with  a  bad  colt  which  has  been 
annoying  her  for  quite  some  time. 
— Personal  item  in   The  Democrat, 

Pemeroy,  Ohio. 

Sorry  Reader! 

"There  hasn't  been  much  stirring 
around    our    house    lately." 
"Why  not?" 
"Somebody  stole  the  spoons." 


^ :. 


"This  place  is  alright,  Horace,  there  are  some  other  smart  people  he 
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Peace  Looms  as 
Factions  Agree 

__^^_^^^HE  mooted 
»Jl^^g^\  encounter  be- 
Ti^rn^^  tween  Mr.  T. 
r)^C^  Angus  Mac- 
/!c?iIJ  Conachieand 
myselr,  orten 
known  as  the  MacCon- 
achie-Moon  case,  some- 
times referred  to  as  the 
Currie-Preston  fracas,  or 
among  its  intimates  simply 
as  "Joe,"  may  not  come 
off.  In  fact,  it  may  not 
even  come  on.  Newspaper 
readers  who  have  been 
following  this  case  with 
avid  interest  will  recall 
that  in  1 910  according  to 
the  terms  of  the  Pan- 
Hickson  Avenue  Confer- 
ence, and  The  Bun 
Row  Doctrine  Mr.  Mac- 
Conachie  was  to  be  al- 
lowed full  bagpipe  playing 
privileges  between  the 
hours  of  seven  and  eight 
p.m.,  Central  Standard  and 
Most  Annoying  Time,  pro- 
dded that  (and  that  is  very 
important,  little  children) 
ample  window  shutting 
warning  be  furnished  myself.  It 
will  also  be  recalled  that  at  the 
time  I  agreed  to  these  terms  only 
through  the  timely  pleadings  of 
Chairman  Briand  and  allowed  my 
signature  to  be  appended  to  the 
pact  forbidding  me  to  shoot,  maim, 
flay  or  otherwise  annoy  Mr.  Mac- 
Conachie.  Very  few  readers,  how- 
ever, realized  the  important  fact 
that  I  had  my  fingers  crossed  all 
the  time.  The  ignorance  of  this 
fact  is  due  to  a  novel  finger-crossing 
method  invented  by  myself  on  the 
occasion,  and  one  which  has  since 
been  adopted  with  spectacular 
success  by  most  of  the  European 
diplomats.  Modesty  forbids  me 
mentioning  the  fact  that  I  have  in 
my  possession  many  excellent 
testimonials  to  this  remarkable 
scheme.  For  example,  an  official 
of  the  Russian  Government  says 
in  part:  "Dear  Comrade  Moon: 
It  is  with  pleasure  that  I  write 
to  assure  you  of  my  appreciation 
of  your  tip.  I  have  found  that  it 
has   come   in   very   handy   (eh   eh- 


ALAN  DUNN 
Behold,  upon  the  facing  page. 
What  he  to  fellow  man  has  done. 
Behold  above  what  in  a  rage 
A  fellow  man  has  done  with  Dunn. 


ski!).  At  Locarno  only  the  other 
day  while  using  your  system  well 
under  the  table,  I  was  fortunate 
enough  to  come  upon  and  acquire 
three  revolvers,  four  daggers,  two 
hand  grenades  and  a  copy  of  the 
American  Mercury." 

You  can  just  bet  I  was  a  happy 
boy  the  day  I  got  that  letter! 

Oh  dear,  oh  dear,  so,  well,  any- 
way about  this  here  now  Peaches 
Browning  case,  it  seems  there  were 
two  Irishmen  named  Moon  and 
MacConachie,  and  1  said  to  him, 
"Look  here,  Mr.  MacConachie,  if 
you  think  you  are  going  to  come 
in  here  on  the  night  of  December 
the  29th  just  after  supper,  it  would 
be  about  8.15,  I  remember  the 
time  because  Ma  said,  "Stephen, 
you're  after  Fred,  and  Lord  knows 
there  never  is  enough  hot  water 
anyway,  and  play  your  bagpipes 
all  over  my  house,  well,  you're  not, 
with  a  great  big  N."  And  of  course 
I  had  him  there.  Well,  sir,  you 
should  have  seen  his  face.  It 
was    a  study   I   can   tell  you.      He 


just  stood  there  under  the 
portrait  of  grandfather 
Hubbard  and  his  bagpipes 
positively  drooped.  Up 
to  this  time  I  had  the  best 
of  it.  I  was  still  fresh  and 
my  seconds  were  cheering 
for  me  to  "put  him  away" 
as  the  saying  was  in  those 
days.  And  just  then  I 
made  my  mistake.  Tweak- 
ing my  magnificent  mous- 
tache I  turned  upon  him 
the  full  glare  of  my  fero- 
cious aspect.  Now.  Mr. 
MacConachie,  said  I,  if 
you  will  excuse  the  vul- 
garity of  the  term,  there's 
the  door  and  I'll  trouble 
you  to  blow.  And  blow 
he  did.  But  not  the  way 
I  meant.  For  that  dirty 
rotten  dirty,  instead  of 
blowing  out  of  the  house 
blew  into  the  bagpipes  1 
Well,  sir,  it  was  the  blow 
that  killed  father.  I  never 
will  forget  the  time  as 
long  as  I  live.  Ma,  she 
was  standing  over  by  the 
bookcase  dusting  off  the 
books  and  Pa  he  just  took 
one  listen  at  those  bag- 
pipes and  collapsed.  Right 
on  top  of  the  pig.  With  that,  Anna, 
that's  the  pig,  let  out  a  squeal  and 
those  bagpipes  they  just  naturally 
gave  up  in  envy.     Oh  lawks! 

1  couldn't  help  sympathizing 
with  him,  MacConachie,  I  mean, 
so  I  just  walked  over  to  him  and 
extended  my  right  hand.  "Thanks," 
was  all  he  said,  taking  the  beer 
bottle,  and  swished  his  way  out  of 
the  house. 

I  guess  all  you  children  have 
been  wondering  where  little  Santa 
Clauses  come  from?  Well,  I'll 
let  you  in  on  a  secret.  There  isn't 
any  stork.  Now  go  on  with  the 
story. 

STEPHEN    MOON. 


Apology  Pending 

The  ladies  of  the  Helping  Hand  Society 
enjoyed  a  swap  social  on  Friday  evening. 
Everybody  brought  something  they  did- 
n't need.  Many  of  the  ladies  were  ac- 
companied by  their  husbands. 

—Opelika  {Ala)  Star. 
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Dorothy  Parker  Writes  the  Great  Novel  of 
the  Age 


Chapter  I. 
/^N  a  warm  sunny  day  in  1886 — 
no,  that's  a  lousy  start.  Maybe 
there  weren't  any  warm  sunny 
days  in  1886.  Maybe  there  wasn't 
any  1886.  How  should  I  know? 
And  then  everybody'd  be  saying 
"she  wrote  a  book  about  1886, 
and  the  poor  fish  didn't  know  that 
the  years  skipped  from  '85  to  '87' 
That's  Dorothy  Parker  for  you. 
Can  you  imagine  anybody  like 
that  trying  to  write  a  novel?" 
That's  what  a  poor  girl's  up 
against  these  days. 

Chapter  VII. 
Desdemona  was  preparing  to 
retire.  She — why  did  I  have  to 
go  and  pick  Desdemona  for  the 
heroine's  name  with  a  whole  tele- 
phone book  to  choose  from?  Des- 
demona! Do  I  take  a  good  sensible 
name  like  Margaret  or  Elizabeth 
or  Doris  or  Nancy?  No,  I  have  to 
be  a  sap  and  pick  out  a  name 
like  Desdemona.  Desdemona!  Bet 
can  make  a  sentence  with  the 
word  "Desdemona":  Desdemona 
Liza  hang  in  this  room?  No, 
that's  not  so  good;  that's  lousy. 
Desdemona  was  preparing  to  re- 
tire and  in  so  doing  suddenly 
died  of  heart  failure.  There!  That 
finishes  her.  I  didn't  like  her 
anyhow;  she  was  a  lousy  character. 
That's  enough  for  this  chapter. 


Chapter  XIX. 
"Some  people,"  muttered  Ralph, 
— and  I  wonder  if  anybody's  still 
reading  this  crazy  book.  I  wonder 
if  anybody  noticed  I  skipped 
Chapter  XVI 1 1.  Most  readers 
are  dumbbells.  Maybe  this  reader's 
a  dumbbell.  Maybe  this  reader 
will  come  around  and  give  Mrs. 
Parker  a  good  punch  in  the  eye  for 
saying  that.  That's  what  a  poor 
novelist  has  got  to  expect — a  good 
punch  in  the  eye.  Maybe  most  of 
the  readers  are  sore  at  having  to 
pay  two-fifty  for  this  book.  Well, 
anyhow,  it's  clean.  A  clean  book 
never  decays.  You  mean  a  clean 
tooth.  No,  I  don't,  I  mean  a 
clean  book.  Do  I  or  do  I  not? 
All  right,  all  right! 

Conclusion 
They  think  I'm  going  to  con- 
clude this  book!  I  wouldn't  con- 
clude it  if  it  were  the  last  book  on 
earth.  Maybe  it  is  the  last  book 
on  earth.  Then  everybody'd  be 
saying:  "Dorothy  Parker's  good. 
She's  written  the  last  book  on 
earth.  She's  damn  good."  Damn 
good,  my  eye.  She's  perfect. 
That's  what  /  say. 

PARKE    CUMMINGS. 


AN  N20 

A    fuchsia  cloudlet,  soft  descend- 
ing. 
Envelopes    me    and    bears    me 
where 
I    look   on    orchid   jungles   ending 
In   cities  rare   beyond  compare. 
With  streets  of  jade  and  porphery 
And  homes  of  lapis  lazuli. 

Here    maidens    clad    in    robes    of 
chiffon 
With   emerald   wreaths   to   bind 
their  hair, 
Walk  gayly,  guarded  ty  a  griffon, 
And  something  strange  is  in  the 
air. 
Then  all  at  once  I  hear  a  shout. 
The  dentist  says,  "Wake  up!    It's 

out!"  • — CARROLL   CARROLL. 

An  Unlucky  Break 

(From  Question  and  Answer 
columns) — Question :  On  what  date  did 
the  last  Friday  in  August,  1878,  fall? 
Answer:  The  13th. 

—Niagara  Falls  (N.Y.)  Gazelle. 


How  many  pints,  sir?" 
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IT  will  be  unnecessary  for  Aldous 
Huxley  to  write  another  novel. 
His  admirers  will  not  require  it 
and  those  for  whom  the  charm  of 
Huxley  is  too  elusive  will  not  stand 
for  it.  "Point  Counter  Point"  is 
the  summation  of  all  the  Huxleys 
and  all  the  books  of  Huxley.  It 
is  a  vast  symphony  embodying 
monumentally  all  the  Huxley 
themes.  It  is  a  symphony  of 
effete  futility  almost  dominated 
by  a  contrapuntal  phallicism;  it 
is  an  intricately  wrought  show  case 
for  the  display  of  sophisticated 
jewelry  in  the  modern  manner; 
it  is  the  last  shriek  of  the  erotic 
intellectual.      Also   it's   exciting. 

In  well  over  four  hundred  pages 
of  very  small  type  the  author 
traces  the  processes,  mental,  emo- 
tional and  physical  in  the  life  of  a 
number  of  unusual  people  over  a 
period  of  a  few  weeks.  By  going 
to  extremes  in  all  three  of  the  de- 
partments referred  to  above  he 
has  produced  a  novel  which  is  a 
three-way  heller  and  a  hell-wise 
thriller.  In  spite  of  the  domesticity 
of  the  London  scene  the  intensity 
of  the  book  gives  it  an  exoticism 
which  must  rule  it  off  the  book- 
shelf of  the  abecedarian  of  moral- 
ity ;  it  is  at  once  a  Comedie  Humaine 
and  Inhumaine. 

Huxley  has  created  an  unusually 
large  number  of  widely  differen- 
tiated characters  and  finds  his 
drama  in  a  clash  of  extreme  mo- 
tives. This  convolution  he  has 
coloured  with  most  of  the  elements 
of  human  experience,  love,  hate, 
art,  parenthood,  death,  etc.  and 
by  the  employment  of  some  of  the 
miost  extraordinarily  clear  thinking 
has  given  to  each  characterization 
and  to  the  novel  as  a  whole  a 
conviction  of  such  complete  authen- 
ticity that  even  we  colonials  must 
believe  that,  in  some  circles  in 
London,  Life  is  Like  That — and 
possibly  go  to  Havana  this  year 
instead. 

For  "Point  Counter  Point"  is 
anything  but  a  pleasant  book. 
Its  appeal  is  a  diabolical  cleverness 
and  a  felicity  of  phrasing  that  must 
be  regarded  as  genius.  Above  all 
it  is  stimulating. 

QNCE  again  Miss  Edna  St.  Vin- 
cent Millay  delights  the  young 
of  heart  with  her  lyric  masochism 
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in  a  book  of  verse  entitled  "The 
Buck  in  the  Snow."  Once  again 
she  thrusts  her  delicate  blade  be- 
tween the  second  and  third  from 
the  bottom  ribs  on  the  left-hand 
side  and  twists  it  gracefully  around. 
It  makes  a  pleasant  sound. 

As  usual  the  volume  contains 
two  or  three  poems  which  must 
be  reprinted  and  quoted  the  world 
over,  poems  of  classic  significance. 


Notably  there  is  the  great  music 
of  her  "Dirge  Without  Music." 
elsewhere  printed  in  this  issue. 
Her  constant  preoccupation  with 
Death,  arguing  an  implied  lively 
interest  in  Life  is  further  illustrated 
in  such  poems  as  "Moriturus," 
which  has  at  the  peak  of  its 
crescendo  these  closing  stanzas, 
scarcely  matched  for  graphic  force: 

"Withstanding  Death 
Till  Life  is  gone, 
I  shall  treasure  my  breath, 
I  shall  linger  on. 


, CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  22) 

Famous  Figures 


THE  ELIGIBLE  YOUNG  MAN  WHO  WAS  NOT  ASKED  TO  JOIN  THE  EMBASSY  CLUB 
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APPY  NEW  YEAR! 
^  (That's  an  expression 
^  I  made  up,  meaning 
Happy  New  Year.) 
•j"^  Unaccountable 
things  happen  in  the 
movies.  What  possible  excuse  can 
there  be  for  King  Vicor,  director  of 
"The  Big  Parade"  and  "The 
Crowd,"  doing  a  slapstick  comedy? 
And  what  excuse  has  he  for  doing 
it  with  consummate  skill? 

I  am  referring  to  "Show  People" 
a  picture  that  is  more  than  just 
extremely  funny  slapstick — more 
than  good  burlesque — more  than 
a  smooth  and  fast-moving  vehicle 
to  carry  Marion  Davies  easily  to  a 
peak,  listed  in  the  Baedekers  as 
being  occupied  exclusively  by  the 
screen's  most  capable  comedienne. 
"Show  People"  is  exquisite  satire 
on  the  movies.  Its  authors,  Agnes 
Christine  Johnston  and  Lawrence 
Stallings,  its  director  and  its  cast 
have  bitten  the  hand  that  feeds 
them  material  and  releases  their 
finished  product. 

There  is  an  element  of  "Merton 
of  the  Movies"  in  the  story  and 
something  of  "Excess  Baggage." 
But  the  tale  itself  wags  pleasantly 
and  knowingly  in  the  direction  of 
Hollywood's  absurdities. 

Too  much  credit  cannot  be  given 
Marion  Davies.  She  alone  is 
enough  to  recommend  the  film  to 
diversion  seekers  who  are  actually 
seeking  diversion.  Whoever  wrote 
the  subtitles,  too,  is  entitled  to  an 
understanding  wink. 

A^NOTHER  exceptionally  amus- 
ing comedy,  in  another  vein, 
all  but  the  pit  in  the  olive  at  the 
bottom,  is  "Dry  Martini."  It  is 
not  so  much  that  it  is  about  ex- 
patriates at  the  Ritz  Bar  that 
makes  it  funny  but  the  direction 
that  has  been  given  it  by  Harry 
d'Abbadie  d'Arrast  (an  unbeliev- 
able name  if  there  ever  was  one) 
and  the  acting  of  Matt  Moore. 
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goblin  goej^ 
to  the  movlej' 

w/'^/7    Carroll  Carroll 

Unlike  "Show  People,"  "Dry 
Martini"  is  constantly  amusing 
rather  than  excruciatingly  funny. 
The  two  constitute  a  couple  of  fine 
examples  of  moving-picture 
comedy. 

A  couple  of  Vitaphone  all-talking 
(or  as  they  advertise  them,  100% 
all-talking)  pictures  are  "The 
Home  Towners"  and  "On  Trial." 

Not  only  are  these  two  very  old 
plays,  they  are  two  very  dull 
moving  pictures — if  indeed  they 
are  entitled  to  be  called  moving 
pictures  at  all — to  which  has  been 
added  the  gift  of  articulation. 
The  impression  prevails  that  a  play 
has  been  photographed  direct  from 
the  audience.  Constant  readers 
know  my  opinion  in  this  matter 
of  absent  action  in  celluloid  drama. 
It  is  better  that  I  do  not  get 
started  on  the  subject.  Fairness 
demands  mention  of  the  fact, 
however,  that  the  dialogue  is  im- 
proving both  in  creation  and 
re-creation. 

Then     there     are     a     couple     of 


crook  pictures — as  there  always 
are  (and  doesn't  this  issue  seem 
to  be  running  to  twins?) — called, 
respectively,  "Me,  Gangster"  and 
"While  the  City  Sleeps."  The 
former  is  from  the  pen  of  Charles 
Francis  Coe,  via  the  Saturday 
Evening  Post;  the  latter  an 
original  story  of  no  great  impor- 
tance, for  Lon  Chaney.  And  by 
the  way: 

We  were  seated  before  the  fire 
a  night  not  long  ago.  A  large 
spider  scurried  across  the  hearth. 
Quietly,  oh  so  quietly,  a  chap  in 
the  party,  an  editor  named  Mc- 
Dougall,  looked  at  the  bug  and 
then  at  the  company.  With 
anguish  in  his  voice,  he  pleaded, 
"Step  on  it  someone,  please.  It's 
probably  Lon  Chaney."*  This  is 
not  my  point  of  view.  I  like  the 
man  who's  launched  a  thousand 
faces. 

Accordingly,  I  enjoyed  "While 
the  City  Sleeps"  more  than  the 
a  positive  "Me,  Gangster."  This 
was  because  the  latter  is  very 
moral,  uplifting  and  naturally  ex- 
ceedingly dull.  (That  observation 
should  enrich  the  "Free  Speech 
Department"). 

Lillian  Gish  in  "The  Wind" — 
and  what  a  whisp  she  is  in  it, 
indeed — should  have  been  better. 
The  titles  are  of  the  lowest  order. 
The  story  is  good  for  the  movies 
but  otherwise  bad.  The  direction 
is  generally  good  and  always  stark; 
Victor  Seastrom  having  invested 
the  title  element  with  all  his 
natural  Scandinavian  inevitability. 
The  "sound"  accompaniment 
breaks  out  with  a  misplaced  love- 
theme-song  at  the  end.  Lars  Han- 
son makes  a  believable  hero  when 
the  story  permits  of  such  a  liberty. 
And  Miss  Gish  goes  cuckoo,  as 
usual. 

Norma  Talmadge's  latest  has  a 
theme  song.  All  films  nowadays 
have  theme  songs  so  that's  not 
exactly  news.  The  news,  however, 
is  found  in  the  following  circum- 
stance: The  name  of  the  theme 
song  is  "Woman  Disputed,  1  Love 
You."  That  couldn't  have  been  an 
accident.      Someone   thought   that 

*Editor's  Note — ^The  Editor  positively 
refuses  to  accept  responsibility  for  this 
alleged  wise  crack,  it  must  have  been 
two  other  guys.  Or,  who  knows,  it 
may  have  been  Lon  Chaney. 
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up  right  out  of  his  head.  There  is 
little  else  to  be  said  of  the  film. 

A  propos  theme  songs.  A  press- 
sheet  from  a  great  film  company, 
which  shall  be  nameless,  advises 
that  a  great  many  of  the  most 
popular  ones  were  written  by  a 
man  who  was  a  film  salesman. 
This  comes  as  more  of  a  relief 
than  a  shock.  I  never  thought 
for  a  monent  they  were  written 
by  a  musician. 

And  Briefly 

"Varsity" — Some  good  shots  of 
Princeton,  a  college  in  New  Jersey. 
Recommended  because  it  has  noth- 
ing to  do  with  the  last  few  minutes 
of  a  football  game  and  because 
Conklin  is  good. 

"Melody  of  Love" — Concern- 
ing a  certain  war. 

"The  Woman  of  Moscow" — 
Pola  Negri  doing  her  best  Work  in 
years  in  a  version  of  Sardou's 
"Fedora"  that's  pretty  much  of  a 
soft  hat. 

"Companionate  Marriage  " — 
From  Judge  Lindsey's  book.  It 
leaves  the  subject  and  the  world's 
store  of  entertainment  about  where 
they  were. 

"  Kreimhold's  Revenge  " — A 
fine  German  one  for  those  who 
get  around  to  seeing  the  esoteric 
movies. 

"10  Days  That  Shook  the 
World"- — A  dull  Russian  sequel 
to  the  very  fine  "Fall  of  St.  Peters- 
burg" which  rated  a  "rave"  here 
last  August. 

"Shadows  of  Fear" — Emile 
Zola's  excellent  story  and  play, 
"Therese  Raquin,"  handled  much 
too  heavily — in  the  French  movie 
manner. 
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INCE  there  can  be 
no  doubt  of  the  fact 
that  it  is  in  the  best 
interests  of  the  na- 
tion that  as  many 
people  as  possible 
marry  and  Settle  Down,  and 
whereas  it  has  been  proved  that 
the  ecstatic  palpitations  of  the 
heart  occasioned  by  the  concourse 
of  sweet  sounds  is  an  irritant  of 
the  disease  called  Love,  and  where- 
as Lu-u-uv  frequently  in  this  pretty 
civilization  of  ours  results  in  mar- 
riage, and,  further,  since  we  are  a 
very  patriotic  reviewer  of  grama- 
phone  records,  we  take  delight  in 
recommending  to  all  spinsters  of 
marriageable  age  and  to  all  youths 
of  the  male  persuasion  the  beauti- 
ful, amorous,  harmonious  and  syn- 
copated record  played  by  Guy 
Lombardo's  Royal  Canadians, 
"My  Old  Girl  is  my  New  Girl 
Now"  (Columbia).  Lombardo  is 
our  new  favorite  cause  for  rolling 
back  the  rugs;  he  used  to  play  at 
the  Brant  Inn  at  Burlington, 
Ontario,  from  whence  he  laid 
waste  to  Chicago  where  his  care- 
fully planned  orchestrations,  his 
spontaneous  rhythms,  his  harp 
obbligatos,  rose  above  the  thunder 
of  the  guns.  He's  mean,  hot,  suc- 
culent, delightful,  and  especially  in 
this  soothing  number. 

Another  orchestra  to  which  we 
have  just  got  hep  is  Jesse  Staf- 
ford's, and  his  chief  claim  to  fame 
this  month  is  a  mellifluous  foxtrot 
entitled  "I'm  Writing  You  This 
Little  Melody"  (Brunswick),  of 
which  the  vocal  chorus  sung  by 
Jane  Jones — one  of  those  females 
with  a  tenor  voice — is  just  about 
perfect.  The  melody  is  in  reality 
a  sort  of  foxtrot  version  of  "Love 
Sends  a  Little  Gift  of  Roses," 
which  is  probably  a  good  idea. 
Y^OU  probably  know  about 
"You're  the  Cream  In  My 
Coffee,"  another  snappy  foxtrot 
effort  as  played  by  Ted  Weems 
and  His  Orchestra  (Victor).  It  is 
another  "natural"  and  these  few 
words  of  praise  of  superfluous. 


Ted  Wallace  and  His  Orchestra 
(Apex)  handles  that  popular  favor- 
ite "Sally  of  My  Dreams"  about 
as  well  as  anybody  we've  heard, 
and  this  number  completes  a 
quartette  of  sure-fire  discs  to 
titivate  the  terpsichorean  toe. 

"Dusky  Stevedore"  gets  a  play 
from  both  Brunswick  and  Colum- 
bia this  month.  The  Brunswick 
disc  is  by  the  Clevelanders,  while 
the  Columbia  impression  is  that 
of  Thelma  Terry  and  her  Playboys. 
Both  are  recommended. 

Those  who  follow  the  harmoni- 
ous cadences  of  that  outstanding 
quartette.  The  Revellers,  will  go 
for  their  singing  of  "Blue  Shad- 
ows" (Victor).  On  the  reverse 
they  sing  "Dusky  Stevedore." 
Both  sides  are  sufficiently  soft  and 
soothing. 

Two  outstanding  waltzes  are 
"Forever,"  played  by  the  Dixie 
Marimba  Players  (Apex),  and  Irv- 
ing Berlin's  new  number,  "Marie," 
played  by  The  Troubadors  (Vic- 
tor). "Marie"  is  certain  to  be- 
come a  classic  for  a  day  and  if  you 
would  prefer  to  hear  it  well  sung 
rather  than  syncopated,  the  tenor 
Glen  Wyck  (Brunswick)  is  glad  to 
oblige.  It  is,  of  course,  the  theme 
song  from  something  or  other. 

There  are  two  outstanding 
classical  records  that  appeal 
to  our  famous  aesthetic  mood  this 
month.  They  are  the  Victor  Con- 
cert Orchestra  playing  two  of  the 
works  of  Rachmaninoff,  "Prelude 
in  C  Sharp  Minor"  and  "Prelude 
in  G  Minor,"  both  very  beautiful 
and  quite  beyond  the  criticism  of 
this  vagrant  playboy.  The  other 
one  is  Massenet's  "Elegie"  and 
Gounod's  "Ave  Maria"  sung  by 
Mario  Chamlee  with  a  violin 
obbligato  (Brunswick). 

Our  favorite  popular  organ  re- 
cord this  month  is  Leo  Le  Sieur 
(Apex)  playing  "La  Paloma"  on 
the  Midway  Theatre  Organ,  Mont- 
real. He  also  plays  "Sonny  Boy," 
in  case  you  have  not  heard  it. 

STEPHEN    moon. 


22 


GOBUN 


mm 


1602  D 

10-inch 
75c 

1596  D 

10-inch 

75c 


Columbia 

Leads  in 
Dance  Music 


Columbia  leads  the  field  in  the  production 
of  the  latest  hits  in  dance  records.  Paul 
Whiteman,  Ted  Lewis,  Paul  Ash,  Leo  Reis- 
man,  Ben  Selvin,  Jan  Garber  and  Guy  Lom- 
bardo,  all  famous  producers  of  red  hot,  toe- 
tickling  syncopaction,  record  exclusively  for 
Columbia. 

HEAR    THESEI  EXAMPLES: 
,,,,  ,^  I    My  Blackbirds  Are  Blue  Birds  Now 
1636   D       My  Old  Girl's  My  New  Girl  Now 
lO-inch  Guy  Lombardo  and  His  Royal 

75c       I  Canadians 

High   Up  on  a   Hill  Top 

The  Whole  World  Knows  I  Love  You 

Vocals— Don   Roberts 

Doin'   the  Raccoon  (Vocal  Refrain) 
Happy  Days  and  Lonely  Nights 

(Vocal    Refrain) 
Fox  Trots— (The  Knickerbockers) 

There's  a    Rainbow    'Round    My 
Shoulder  (from  "The  Singing  Fool") 
1605  D  (Vocal  Refrain).      Fox  Trot— Ben  Sel- 

1 0-inch  vin  and  his  Orchestra. 

75c  When  Summer  is  Gone 

(Vocal  Refrain) 
Fox  Trot— The  Columbians 

Old  Man  Sunshine  (Little  Boy  Blue- 
Don't  Be  Like  That  bird) 

Vocals— Lee  Morse  and  her  Blue  Grass 

Boys. 

Louisiana  (Vocal  Refrain) 

Outside  (Vocal  Refrain) 

Fox     Trots— Jan  Garber      and      his 

Orchestra 

I    Wanna    Be    Loved    By    You    (from 

"Good  Boy"  by  Vaughan  De  Leath) 

^       ,         .  (Vocal   Refrain) 

You're  the  Cream  in  My  Coffee  (from 

"Hold  Everything")     (Vocal  Refrain) 

Fox    Trots — Broadway    Nitelites 

I  Can't  Give  You  Anything  But  Love 

(from    "Blackbirds    of     1928") 

(Vocal  Refrain) 
Sweet  Sue— Just  You    (Vocal  Refrain) 
Instrumentals— Paul  Whiteman  and  his 
Orchestra. 

I    I'm  Sorry  Sally  (Vocal  Refrain) 

If  You  Want  the  Rainbow  (You  Mu"t 
Have  the  Rain)  (Vocal  Refrain) 

Fox      Trots— Ben      Selvin      and      his 
Orchestra 

Columbia 

NEW  PROCESS  RECORDS 


1615  D 

10-inch 
75c 

1604 -D 

10-inch 
75c 

50103 -D 

12-inch 
75c 

Made   the   new  way — Electrically 

Viva -Tonal  Recording— the  Records 

without   scratch 

COLUMBIA 

PHONOGRAPH     COMPANY 

LIMITED 

TORONTO 


Books 

(CONTINUED  FROM  PAGE   19) 

/  shall  bolt  my  door 

With  a  bolt  and  a  cable; 

I  shall  block  rny  door 

With  a  bureau  and  a  table. 

With  all  my  might 

My  door  shall  be  barred. 

I  shall  put  up  a  fight, 
I  shall  take  it  hard. 

With  his  hand  on  my  mouth 
He  shall  drag  me  forth. 

Shrieking  to  the  south 

And  clutching  at  the  north." 

It  is  a  lovely,  vital  book,  full  of 
such  similes  as  this: 

"Gone,  gone  again  is  Summer  the 
lovely, 
She  that  knew  not  where  to  hide. 
Is  gone  again  like  a  jewelled  fish 
from  the  hand, 
Is  lost  on  every  side." 

Miss  Millay  is  here  as  fresh,  as 
spontaneous  as  ever.  "The  Buck 
in  the  Snow"  is  sheer  delight. 


Mr.  MORLEY  CALLAGHAN 
in  the  very  act  of  discovering  that 
New  York  is  nearer  than  London  to 
Toronto. 

We  have  read  "The  Well  of 
Loneliness",  the  well-written,  path- 
etic novel  of  perversion  of  which 
the  Lord  Chancellor  of  England 
has  SO  strenuously  disapproved. 
From  a  point  of  view  of  policy  we 
must  disapprove  of  the  Lord 
Chancellor  and  all  people  who  ban 
things;  from  the  point  of  view  of 
taste  we  must  disapprove  of  "The 
Well  of  Loneliness". 

ALDEN  DANIELS. 
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BOOKS 


THE 
WANDERER 

By  Alain   Fournier 

lust  out  and  destined  to  be  one  of  tba 
best  se  ling  novels  of  the  year.  Hav.- 
lock  tills  calls  It  "an  exquisite  mas 
piece  .  It  has  been  chosen  by 
American  Booksellers"  Association 
then  December  selection  and  i- 
tinguished  by  something  of  the  „ 
delicacy  and  beauty  which 
endeared    "Maria  Chapde- 


The  Rise  and  Fall 
of  New  France 

By  Prof.  Geo.  M.  Wrong 

In  a  long  record  of  absorbing  interast. 
Prof.  Wrong  treats  authoritatively  ci 
this  interesting  period.  "It  has  en- 
during value."   In  two  volumes,  $10.00 


By  Fred  Jacob 

A  clever  story  of  life  in  Ontario 
cities  and  towns  by  the 
able  author  of  "The  Day 
Before  Yesterday".^^  $2.00 


You'll  Enjoy  These 
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SHIRTS 

by 

PORSYTH 


''Why  go  to  Europe  for  style?'' 
queries  a  well-known  maker  of 
men's  clothing.     Why  indeed? 

Forsyth  Formal  Wear  Shirts  are 
tailored  to  give  them  a  comfortable 
distinction  well  worthy  of  the 
smartest  shops  on  Saville  Row. 

This  is,  undoubtedly,  the  reason 
why  they  have  become  the  preference 
of  the  most  discriminating  Canadian 


At  the  best  men's  shops — priced  from  $3  to  $5 
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Goblin  gives 
a  prize  office 
dollars  for 
the  best  letter 
published 
each  month. 
No  attention 
Will  be  paid 
to  anony- 
mous letters. 


The  Five  Dollar  Prize-Winning 
Letter 

Iroquois  Falls,  Ontario, 

December  27th,  1928. 
Editor,  Goblin, 

Toronto. 
Dear  Sir: 

We  do  like  punishment.  Not  being 
satisfied  with  a  two-year  subscription,  we 
had  to  get  busy  and  add  another  two-year 
term  on  top  of  it. 

Regardless  of  the  good  or  bad  qualities 
of  Goblin,  we,  Mrs.  Beaton  and  myself, 
have  been  convinced  of  the  uncanny 
accuracy  of  your  cover  designs,  particu- 
larly that  of  the  Christmas  number. 

Dr.  Stork  and  Santa  Glaus  met  at  our 
home  very  early  Christmas  morning. 
Santa  left  toys  and  miscellaneous  mer- 
chandise and  Dr.  Stork  left  a  dandy  nine- 
pound  girl.  Santa  was  taken  quite  una- 
wares, and  failing  to  find  a  gift  for  Baby 
Shirley,  he  suggested  that  Goblin  be 
notified  at  once,  as  he  felt  convinced 
nobody  deserved  five  dollars  more  than 
Shirley. 

According  to  Santa,  she  is  the  objective 
manifestation  of  the  idea  back  of  the  cover 
design  and  the  inspiration  of  this  letter, 
so  if  the  letter  isn't  worth  the  prize.  Baby 
Shirley  is. 

Respectfully  yours, 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Howard  T.  Beaton. 


The  Lucky  Publisher 

Montreal,  Que., 

Nov.  23rd,  1928. 
Editor  of  Goblin, 

Toronto. 
Dear  Sir: 

One  of  the  best  and  most  original  fea- 
tures of  your  interesting  magazine  is  the 
series  of  character  sketches  by  R.T.L. 
Certainly  these  should  be  gathered  to- 
gether in  book  form.  The  possibility 
makes  me  regret  that  I  am  not  a  publisher, 
as  the  fascination  of  producing  really 
interesting  volumes  such  as  this  would 
make  appeals  to  me. 

Yours  very  truly, 

Richard  Corne. 


free  j^peech 


Severe  Test 

Oshawa,  Ont., 
Editor,  Nov.  21st.  1928. 

Goblin. 
Dear  Sir: 

1  wonder  how  many  readers  appreciate 
the  loyalty  of  its  contributors  to  Goblin 
through  a  most  bitter  test?  I  refer  to 
the  caricatures  of  said  contributors. 
They  must  love  you! 

Yours  sincerely, 

Marion   Fortescue. 


A  Voice  for  Verse 

Winnipeg,  Man 
Editor, 

Goblin,  Toronto. 
Dear  Sir: 

It  seems  to  me  that  you  used  to  run 
more  light  amusing  verse.  Although  your 
publication  has  improved  tremendously  in 
the  last  year  or  so,  I  regret  the  curtail- 
ment of  this  type  of  material.  1  do  not 
refer  to  the  delightful  trick  rhymes. 
Yours  truly, 

Margaret  Farwell. 


The  Fannily  Scene 

11541  87th  St.,  Edmonton, 

Nov.  26th,  1928. 
Editor,  Goblin  Magazine, 

Toronto. 

And  by  the  way,  Toronto  is  not  the 
only  city  in  Canada  that  seems  to  be 
awake.  We  are  having  a  new  slogan  for 
Edmonton — made  to  order — watch  for  it. 

What  1  started  to  tell  you  is,  your 
Goblin  makes  a  lot  of  trouble  in  this 
home,  sometimes,  especially  when  it 
arrives  on  a  Saturday,  and  the  two  young 
hopefuls  are  home  from  school.  "Mamma,' 
can't  1  have  that  Goblin?"  "Mamma,  I 
saw  it  first."  "Well.  Mamma,  1  was 
reading  it  when  he  saw  it."  "He  was  not; 
he  was  just  laughing  at  that  cat"  (October 
cover  page).  And  so  my  morning  work 
is  at  a  standstill,  while  we  look  through 
The  Goblin. 

At  noon  friend  husband  arrives,  and 
looks  to  see  if  there  is  mail  for  him.  "The 
Goblin,  eh!  Not  much  in  that!"  Just 
the  same  he  grabs  it.  Soon  the  chuckles 
begin — and  continue.  "Dad,  will  you 
please  bring  me  some  coal."  Might  as 
well  talk  to  the  empty  scuttle.  If  he 
hadn't  seen  that  Goblin  first,  he  might 
have  noticed  that  the  scuttle  was  empty. 

But  that  cat  was  comical. 
Yours  sincerely, 
Sydney  M.  Hamill, 


"AND  NOW.  FOLKS.  BECAUSE  TO-MORROW  IS  MOTHERS'  DAY.  WE'RE  GONNA  ASK 
MISS  LE  FLEUR  IF  SHE  WON'T  SING  THAT  BEErEAUTIFUL  NEW  SONG  OF  HER'S 
ENTITLED  -ILL  ALWAYS  BE  YOUR  DEAR  OLD  MAMMYI' "  —YALE  RECORD. 
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We're  in  Good  Company,  Anyway 

Victoria,  B.C. 
Goblin  Editor, 

Toronto. 
Dear  Sir: 

Kindly  do  not  renew  my  subscription. 
I  don't  like  Carroll  Carroll,  I  don't  like 
R.T.L.,  I  don't  like  Parke  Cummings,  I 
don't  like  John  Caslon,  I  don't  like 
Stephen  Moon,  I  don't  like  Ricardo,  I 
don't  like  Arthur  Lippman  and  I  don't 
like  you. 

Yours  very  truly, 

J.   B.  Watson. 

Rebuke 

Montreal,  Que., 

December  18th,  1928. 
The  Editor  of  the  Goblin, 

86  Adelaide  Street  East, 
Toronto,  Ontario. 
Dear  Sir: 

I  recently  purchased  a  few  copies  of 
your  publication,  some  of  the  items  in 
which  I  have  read  with  considerable 
interest. 

So  far  as  I  can  see,  the  only  purpose  of 
your  paper  seems  to  be  to  pour  cheap 
ridicule  on  the  worth-while  people  of  our 
country.  Other  sheets  have  in  the  past 
tried  to  eke  out  an  existence  by  this  none 
too  exalted  pastime,  but  all  have  failed. 

Your  references  to  Sir  Robert  Falconer 
(signed  R.  T.  L.)  are  calculated  to  breed 
disrespect  for  his  high  office  as  well  as  for 
himself.  What  good  purpose  can  this 
serve?  What  you  say  of  Rt.  Hon.  Arthur 
Meighen  is  in  some  parts  untrue,  and  in 
all  parts  unjust.  Surely  public  men  have 
some  rights,  even  in  Canada. 

If  this  is  the  best  service  your  paper 
can  render,  I  want  it  no  longer,  and  will 
confine  myself  to  other  periodicals. 
Yours  truly, 

Norman  T.  Newell. 

Lyrical 

Dear  Editor: 

This  is  what  goes  on  in  our  house  every 
time  your  magazine  comes: — 

"Just  pass  the  Goblin  down  this  way! 
What's  that?     You're  really  sorry. 

But  you  have  just  commenced  to  read 
A  very  thrilling  story? 

But  do  you  realize  that  you 

Picked  Goblin  up  at  half-past  two? 

It's  now  three-thirty  by  the  clock. 

And  still  you're  at  it  neck  and  crop. 

"There's  just  one  way  that  I  can  see. 

To  keep  pace  in  the  home; 
And  that's  to  send  to  Toronto 

For  a  Goblin  all  my  own. 
I'll  keep  in  mind  this  slogan 

For  25th  December — 
'Six  members  in  the  family, 

A  Goblin  for  each  member.'  " 

E.  M.  TicE, 

3138  Cook  St., 

Victoria,  B.C. 

Source  of  Cheer 

Goblins,  Limited, 

Toronto,  Canada. 
Dear  Goblin: 

I  hasten  to  renew  my  subscription,  for 
I  feel  1  cannot  afford  to  miss  one  number 
and  I  would  not  cause  an  "aching  heart" 
or  a  falling  tear  to  the  editorial  staff,  for 
I  am  more  than  grateful  to  each  and  every 
one    for    the    cheer    they    send    me    each 
month  in  Goblin, — a  long  time  "Shut-In" 
looks    forward    eagerly    for    its    welcome 
arrival;   it  cheers  many  dreary  hours  that 
otherwise  hold  more  tears  than  smiles. 
Yours  sincerely, 
Mrs.  a.  W.  Beckwith, 
R.R.  No.  3,  Middleton,  N.S. 


Gems 

Edmonton,  Alta., 

December   17th,    1928. 
Gentlemen: 

I  received  the  December  issue  of  your 
magazine  this  morning.  I  have  already 
read  a  few  pages  which  are  really  interest- 
ing, wonderfully  filled  with  many  a  beauti- 
ful gem  of  thoughts  well  thought. 
Yours  sincerely, 

Robert  S.  Lalonde. 

Critique 

299  Barrington  Street, 
Halifax,  N.S., 

Dec.  lOth,  1928. 
Goblin, 

Toronto,  Canada. 
Dear  Goblin: 

This  magazine,  of  yours  and  mine,  con- 
tains too  many  jokes  from  across  the 
border  to  be  called  truly  Canadian.  To 
my  mind,  if  it  were  only  for  the  jokes,  the 
magazine  would  be  a  failure,  but  luckily 
the  articles  and  other  contributions  pull 
it  up,  if  you  know  what  I  mean. 

I  always  like  to  go  to  the  movies  with 
Carroll  Carroll,  as  he  certainly  knows  a 
good  one  when  he  sees  it,  although  he  does 
treat  them  rough  at  times. 

The  magazine  is,  as  a  whole,  well  put 

together,    and    the    articles   can    be    read 

smoothly,    owing    most    likely    to    their 

humorou      clear-cut  precision. 

Sincerely  yours, 

H.  B.  Wainwright 
*         *         * 

For  the  Last  Time 

Facetious  Student  (to  elderly 
lady  who  is  vigourously  beating  a 
rug):  "Don't  beat  that  rug  so  hard. 
It  may  be  Lon  Chaney." 

Elderly  Lady:  "That  is  impos- 
sible.     I  am  Lon  Chaney." 

— Stamford  Chaparral. 

"You're  a  married  man,  old 
chap;  why  don't  you  go  home 
sometimes  in  the  evening?" 

"Well,  the  fact  is,  I  hate  going 
back  to  an  empty  house.  " 

— Bystander. 

In  a  saloon  bar  a  loud-voiced 
man  was  holding  forth  with  a  con- 
siderable heat  upon  the  iniquities 
of  lawyers.  "Show  me  a  lawyer 
and  I'll  show  you  a  coward!"  he 
exclaimed  at  last.  A  big  man  rose 
to  his  feet  slowly  and  fixed  the 
orator  with  a  cold  eye.  "I'm  a 
lawyer!"  he  said,  in  an  omnious 
voice.  "Oh,  well,"  said  the  other 
meekly,  "I'm  the  coward!" 

—  Tatler. 

Infant:  "Baby  wants  a  new  pair 
of  shoes." 

Mother:    "Oh,   baby  does,  does 

she?     Well     baby'd     better    come 

across    with    some    bright    sayings 

that'll  sell,  or  baby'll  go  barefoot." 

—College  Humour. 


A  ND  if  so,  how  far?  Five,  ten, 
■^^  fifteen  years  from  now  will  you 
be  pegging  away  at  the  same  old 
grind  and  an  ordinary  salary?  Or 
will  your  ambitions  be  realized? 
It  all  depends  on  you. 

One  of  your  most  valuable  assets  is 
spare  time.  Use  your  spare  time 
to  acquire  the  training  you  need. 
Decide  now  to  let  the  I.C.S. — tlie 
world's  oldest  and  largest  corres- 
pondence school — prepare  you  for 
promotion  and  big  money. 

Remember,  I.C.S.  courses  are  taught 
in  your  home  during  leisure  hours 
and  will  prove  an  investment  for 
which  you  will  be  thankful  through- 
out life.  Mail  the  coupon  for 
FREE  descriptive  literature.  This 
does  not  obligate  you  in  any  way. 

— .^^-.-^--1-.^—     TE,\R    OUT    HERE     — .- -^^^  ^-■  — — — 

INTERNATIONAL  CORRESPONDENCE 

SCHOOLS  CANADIAN,   LIMITED 
Department  1981 B         Montreal,  Canada 

Without  cost  or  obligation,  please  send  me  full 
information    about   the   subject   before   which    I 
have  marked  "X"  in  the  list  below: 
DElectrical  Wiring  DArchitect'l  Draftsman 

DMechanical  Engineer        DConcrete  Builder 
QMechanical  Draftsman     DStructural  Engineer 
DMachine  Shop  Practice     OPlumbing  and  Heating 
DRailroad  Positions  DTextile  Manufacturing 

DGas  Engine  Operating      DChemistry 
DCivil  Engineering  DPharmacy 

DSurveying  and  Mapping  D Automobile  Work 
DMin.Eng. or  Metallurgist  DNavigation 
DSteam  Engineer  DAgriculture  and  Poultry 

DRadio  DMathematics 

aAirplane  Engines  DBlue  Print  Reading 

Name 

Street  Address , 

City Prov 

Occupation  

If  name  of  course  you  want  is  not  in  the  above 
list,  please  explain  your  needs  in  a  letter. 
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Goblin 


NE  thousand 

writers  and  artists  should  please  you! 

Percy  Marks,  the  Montrosses,  Katharine 
Brush,  James  Montgomery  Flagg,  and 
hundreds  of  college  writers  and  artists 
have  made  the  January  COLLEGE 
HUMOR  especially  brilliant. 
Pointed  Heels,  a  two  part  story  of  sophis- 
ticated men  and  women,  written  with  all 
the  charm  and  skill  of  Charles  Bracket  t. 
And  See  the  World,  a  story  of  sailors  on 
shore  leave  in  the  sailor  vernacular,  by 
John  V.  A.  Weaver. 

Northwestern,  by  Bernard  DeVoto,  a 
critical  survey  of  Northwestern's  men, 
her  pretty  co-eds,  her  faculty  and  her 
alumni. 

The  Dekes  at  Syracuse,  by  Howard 
Barnes,  an  intimate  picture  of  this  frater- 
nity group — who  they  are,  what  they  do 
and  what  they  like. 

Other  stories  of  youth,  love  and  college — 
other  articles  of  sports,  travel,  humor. 

Christmas  Offer 

A  f;ifl  ihat  shows  taste,  lasts  the  year 
around  and  that  is  appreciated  by 
everyl>€>dy  —  sister,  brother,  sweet- 
heart, friends  in  foreign  ports — that's 

College  Humoh. 

Two  gift  subs(!riptions  are  but  $5. 
Just  one  is  $3. 

We  send  a  striking  Christmas  <'ard  in 
three  eolors  inscribed  with  your  name. 
You  send  the  names  and  addresses 
and  we  do  the  rest. 


nmp' 


1050  North  LaSalle  Street,  Chicago 


Two  Clipped  Poems 


For  Youth 

BY  S.    BERT   COOKSLEY 

EARTH  will  not  ever  weary  of  your  speech, 
Earth  will  not  ever  mark  a  pace  for  you — 
Nor  need  you  fear  the  Elders  will  impeach 
Your  right  to  rule  the  many  and  the  few. 

Go  where  you  will.  Do  what  you  will.  Be  cruel 
Or  kind  or  vain.    Be  humble  or  be  bold: 

You  shall  remain  the  measure  and  the  rule 
Which  keep  an  ancient  world  from  growing 
old. 

(All  Wisdom  is  a  flower  in  your  hand, 
And  Passion  will  have  none  but  you  for  guide. 

And  Beauty — though  she  search  the  leanest 
land — 
Will  find  you  out  at  once  and  keep  your  side !) 

The  exquisites  shall  be  your  drink  and  meat, 
And  I?  I  shall  be  always  at  your  feet. 

— Scribners. 
*         *         * 

Dirge  Without  Music 

BY  EDNA    ST.    VINCENT   MILLAY 

1AM  not  resigned  to  the  shutting  away  of 
loving  hearts  in  the  hard  ground. 
So  it  is,  and  so  it  will  be,  for  so  it  has  been 
time  out  of  mind: 
Into  the  darkness  they  go,  the  wise  and  the 
lovely ;   crowned 
With  lilies  and  laurel    they   go;    but  I  am 
not  resigned. 

Lovers  and  thinkers,  into  the  earth  with  you. 

Be  one  with  the  dull,  the  indiscriminate  dust. 
A  fragment  of  what  you  felt,  of  what  you  knew, 

A  formula,  a  phrase  remains — but  the  best 
is  lost. 

The  answers  quick  and  keen,  the  honest  look, 
the  laughter,  the  love. 
They  are  gone;    they  are  gone  to  feed  the 
roses.     Elegant  and  curled. 
Is  the  blossom;    fragrant  is  the  blossom.     I 
know.     But  I  do  not  approve. 
More   precious   was  the  light  of  your  eyes 
than  all  the  roses  of  the  world. 

Down,  down,  down  into  the  darkness  of  the 
grave 
Gently  they  go,    the  beautiful,    the  tender, 
the  kind; 
Quietly  they  go,  the  intelligent,  the  witty,  the 
brave. 
I  know.     But  I  do  not  approve.       And  I 
am  not  resigned. 

—From  ''The  Buck  in  the  Snowy 
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"How  often  have  I  told  you  not  to 
whistle?" 

"Seven  times  mother." 

— Lustige  Kolner  Zeitung,  Cologne. 

*  *        * 

Goody!  Goody! 

"That  is  a  skyscraper,"  an- 
nounced the  guide. 

Old  Lady:  "Oh,  my!  I'd  love  to 
see  it  work."  — Ollapod. 

*  *        * 

Four  out  of  Five  Have  it 

Aviator  (having  trouble  on  way 
to  Vanderbilt,  to  coloured  woman): 
"Lady  could  I  borrow  a  small- 
mouth  wrench?" 

C.  W.:  "Yas.  suh!"  (Hands 
him  a  bottle  of  Listerine). 

Aivator:  "Lady,  I  said  small- 
mouth  wrench." 

C.  W.  (coyly):  '  Dat's  whut  ah 
wrench  mah  mouf  wif!" 

*  *        * 

Clever! 

"Shorry  to  wake  you,  doctor, 
ol'  boy,  but  there's  a  window  open 
in  your  house." 

"Which  one?" 

"The  one  you're  lookin'  out  of — 
goo'  night."  — Judge. 

*  *        * 

So  Careless  of  Her 

Landlady  (knocking  at  the  bed- 
room door) — "Eight  o'clock!  Eight 
o'clock!" 

Frosh  (sleepily) — "Did  you? 
Better  call  a  doctor."  — Burr. 

*  *        * 

Old  Lady  (to  little  boy  in 
puddle):  "Get  out  of  that  water 
immediately." 

Little  Boy:  "Aw,  find  one  for 
yourself." 

*  *        * 

Better'n  That 

Tourist:  "I've  been  places  and 
seen  things." 

^  Liquored  Actor:  "Hell,  that's 
nothing.  I've  been  things  and 
seen  places."  — Buccaneer. 


^  —p  mark  of  good  taste  I 


ELINOR  GLYN'S  10  BIG 
NOVELS  FORMERLY^^  ^^ 
$20.00  ALL  FOR   .    ?^M 

THINK  of  it!  Ten  $2.00  novels— actually  sold  in  the  original 
editions  for  $20.00 — all  for  $3.98.  This  is  the  most  amazing 
book  bargain  ever  offered — a  bargain  that  has  absolutely  as- 
tounded the  publishing  world. 

But  that  is  not  all — included  in  the  ten  volumes  is  Elinor  Glyn's 
latest  sensational  success — "This  Passion  Called  Love" — a 
powerful  treatise  on  this  burning  subject  that  every  one  wants  to 
read.  The  regular  book  store  price  of  this  great  work  alone  is 
$2.00  per  copy. 

And  remember — these  ten  volumes  are  not  tiny  paper  covered 
booklets — they  are  nice  looking  books  (pocket  size)  about  5 
inches  by  7  inches  printed  from  full  sized  plates  and  attractively 
bound  in  Royaltex  stiff  board  covers.  This  is  an  unheard  of 
opportunity.      Grasp  it  to-day. 

HERE  ARE  THE  TITLES: 


The  Price  of  Things 

The  Man  of  the  Moment 

Love  Itself 

Red  Hair 

The  Seventh  Commandment 


Guinevere's  Lover 

His  Hour 

The  Reason  Why 

The  Point  of  View 

This  Passion  Called  Love 

UNITED  WORLD  PRESS 

170  Bay  Street  Toronto  2,  Ont. 


28 


Goblin 


The  Center 

of 

New  York's 

Activity 

VV  HEN  you  come  to 
New  York,  you  will  want  to  be  in 
the  center  of  operations,  which 
means  staying  at  the  Belmont. 

The  Grand  Central  Station,  the 
crosstown  and  downtown  sub- 
ways are  at  your  door.  Whether 
it  be  business,  shopping  or 
pleasure,  the  avenues  of  easy 
approach  lead  from  the 
Belmont. 

And  then,  there  is  the  famous 
Belmont  hospitality  which 
makes  your  every  wish  a  com- 
mand to  be  promptly  executed 
by  a  tried  and  faithful  person- 
nel. Living  becomes  a  pleasure 
at  the  Belmont. 


ROY  S.  HUBBELL 
Manotar 


The  Belmont 

Park  Avenue  and  42nd  Street 
New  York  City 


A  Bowman  Biltmore  Hotel 


opposite  the 
Grand  Central  Terminal 


'The  Gateway  to  a  Continent" 


Confession 


THOUGH  I  constantly  inquire 
of  numerous  friends,  ac- 
quaintances, and  strangers 
the  whereabouts  of  really  first-rate 
beer,  I,  in  truth,  care  little  for 
the  stuff  and  am  gagged  on  more 
than  a  couple  of  schooners.  1  like 
one  moving  picture  out  of  every 
twenty-nine  I  see  and  prefer 
double-breasted  to  single-breasted 
suits. 

I  consider  more  than  four  cock- 
tails before  dinner  excessive.  I 
would  rather  smoke  Egyptian  than 
Turkish  tobacco  and  Virginia  to- 
bacco  rather   than   either. 

I  like  to  bathe  in  water  not 
colder  than  63  degrees  Fahrenheit 
or  warmer  than  71  degrees.  I  am 
unable  to  relish  sweetbreads.  I 
have  never  known  a  girl  whose 
name  was  Chloe  or  a  man  who 
was  called   Elnoch. 

I  prefer  summer  to  winter. 
Moselle  to  hock,  tennis  to  golf, 
the  sea  to  the  mountains,  Wiener 
Schnitzel  to  mousse  a  la  Reine, 
tea  to  coffee,  and  love  to  marriage. 
I  hate  getting  my  hair  cut.  I 
have  never  taken  a  Turkish  bath, 
been  to  Detroit,  or  visited  a 
phrenologist. 

I  would  rather  have  written 
Max  Beerbohm's  "The  Happy 
Hypocrite"  than  have  discovered 
the  North  Pole.  I  list  among  my 
pet  abominations  crowds,  woollen 
underwear,  tongue,  lemon-juice 
cocktails,  smoking-car  lavatories, 
waiters  with  the  heaves,  acrobatic 
jellyfish,  long-winded  anecdotes 
(however  witty),  alarm  clocks, 
"literary"  ladies,  frayed  collars, 
Miami,  Fla.,  and  charades. 

I  would  rather  live  in  Italy 
than  Germany,  and  in  France 
rather  than  Italy.  I  believe  the 
Villa  Margherita  that  decorates 
the  Battery  of  Charleston.  S.C., 
to  be  one  of  the  finest  food  dispens- 
aries in  the  Western  Hemisphere. 
I  rearely  come  out  ahead  at 
roulette. 

I  like  guava  preserves  with 
cream  cheese,  "The  Fleece  of 
Gold,"  by  Theophile  Gautier, 
Lobb's  shoes,  Edgarto\An,  Mass., 
the  Cunard  Line,  Ovaltine,  twill 
shirts,  T.V.F.  cigars,  anything 
by  Goya,  Russian  dressing, 
"Weren't  We  Fools!"  by  Cole 
Porter,  the  Boulevard  des  Italiens, 
a     gardenia     in     the     buttonhole, 


Cockburn's   port,   Jacobean   furni- 
ture,   and    dimpled    female    knees. 

I    WOULD    rather     live    under   a 

palm  tree  than  in  an  igloo. 
I  consider  pickled  watermelon-rind 
one  of  the  world's  most  succulent 
delicacies.  I  am  ever  attracted 
to  a  pawnshop,  a  secondhand 
bookstore,  a  mews,  or  a  night 
court.  I  have  not  shaved  with  a 
straight  razor  for  fourteen  years, 
nor  have  I  ever  worn  a  ring. 

I  am  of  the  belief  that  nothing 
makes  for  snobbery  as  much  as 
democracy.  I  prefer  Heppelwhite 
to  Louis  XVII  furniture.  I  have 
never  tasted  salt-water  taffy.  I 
consider  Joseph  Conrad  the  finest 
(and  at  times  the  dullest)  writer 
of  sea  tales  I  know. 

I  believe  worry  and  lack  of 
sleep  are  the  greatest  weight- 
reducers  in  the  world.  I  am  no 
longer  fetched  by  musical  comedy. 
I  avoid  lunch  whenever  possible. 
I  regard  dancing  without  heart 
interest  of  some  sort  as  the  near- 
beer   of   divertissement. 

I  consign  all  chain  letters  to  the 
nearest  waste-paper  basket.  1  am 
unable  to  negotiate  pig's  knuckles 
or  monies  marinieres.  Of  the 
American  Indian  tribes  I  am  drawn 
most  to  the  Pawnees  and  Black- 
feet.  I  am  particularly  fond  of 
thon  a  I'huile.  I  have  liked  "The 
Dream  of  Eugene  Aram,"  by  Tom 
Hood,  since  the  age  of  eight. 

I  am  inclined  to  favour  stripes 
rather  than  checks,  plums  rather 
than  oranges,  cigarettes  rather  than 
cigars,  and  discretion  rather  than 
bravado.  I  do  not  believe  that 
because  a  thing  is  popular  it  is 
necessarily  wrong.  I  have  a  very 
hazy  notion  as  to  the  distinction 
between  the  Republican  and 
Democratic  parties.  I  like  the  skins 
of  baked  potatoes  and  the  under- 
most crust  of  pie. 

I  have  never  held  a  longing  to 
visit  Nicaragua,  to  enter  a  dance 
marathon,  to  live  in  Kansas,  to 
play  cribbage,  or  to  be  President 
of  the  U.S.A.  I  do  not  think 
anyone  really  enjoys  an  ice-cold 
shower  bath  and  regard  those  who 
allege  they  do  so  as  liars.  I  have 
never  been  an  objector  to  short 
skirts. 

I  believe,  as  a  scenic  effect,  a 
June   sunrise   over   Morro   Castle. 
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viewed  from  the  Malecon,  Havana, 
to  be  the  most  striking  I  have  ever 
witnessed.  I  like  the  feel  of 
cordovan,  of  velvet,  of  wet  grass, 
of  sealing  wax,  of  a  beautiful 
woman's  skin.  1  prefer  black  to 
blue  ink. 

1  am  invariably  transplanted  to 
the  beginning  of  the  century  at  the 
sight  of  a  weeping  willow,  at  the 
taste  of  persimmons,  at  the  aroma 
of  honeysuckle.  1  consider  puree 
of  marrons  a  sensation  rather  than 
a  food.  1  believe  all  motor  cars 
should  be  equipped  with  non- 
breakable  glass.  1  have  never 
stopped   at  a  chain   hotel. 

Though  formerly  a  devotee  of 
Swiss  milk  chocolate,  1  have  not 
touched  that  dainty  since  May, 
1912,  on  which  occasion  I  blended 
it  with  Dewar's  Scotch  whiskey. 
I  prefer  the  Doric  to  the  Ionic  or 
Corinthian  orders.  1  am  not  in 
favour  of  the  present  jury  system. 

I  have  never  found  a  four-leaf 
clover.  I  intensely  dislike  new 
shoes.  I  regard  almost  nothing 
as   universally   true. 

I  am  saddened  at  the  gradual 
disappearance  of  the  old-fashioned 
drug  store.  I  am  left  cold  by  the 
doings  in  the  world  of  Big  Business. 
I  consider  three-quarters  of  the 
mathematics  taught  in  school  an 
utter  waste  of  time.  I  do  not 
like  a  woman   to  tint  her  eyelids. 

I  considerable  bridge  an  ad- 
mirable game  but  an  atrocious 
waste  of  time.  I  believe  that  the 
telephone  on  a  hot,  humid  day 
can  be  one  of  the  most  hellish  of 
human  inventions.  I  know  next 
to  nothing  about  mineralogy.  1 
like  mint  juleps. 

The  more  1  venture  forth  into 
the  world  of  artificial  gaiety, 
the  more  I  am  drawn  to  the  honest 
sobrieties  of  existence.  1  would 
not  care  to  be  a  steeplejack, 
a  night  watchman,  a  ship's  doctor, 
or  a  travelling  salesman.  I  assidu- 
ously avoid  cucumbers,  amateur 
benefits  and  "ground-floor"  tips. 
1  have  recently  devised  a  system 
of  committing  murder  which  I 
believe  defies  detection.  I  believe 
that  money  counts  most  of  all  on 
two  occasions:  (I)  when  sick,  and 
(2)  when  in  love.  I  would  rather 
be  able  to  play  the  piano  than  to 
operate  a  locomotive.  I  know  of 
no  hair  tonic  worth  a  damn. 
I     prefer    Blue    Points    to    Lynn- 


havens.  I  would  rather  smoke 
a  briar  than  a  meerschaum  pipe, 
but  rarely  tackle  either.  My 
favourite  fish  to  catch  is  the  sail- 
fish;    to  eat,   the  pompano. 

Though  city  born  and  bred,  1 
would  rather  drop  off  to  sleep 
to  the  sound  of  a  breaking  surf 
than  to  the  tattoo  of  the  rivet 
worker.  1  have  not  played  a 
game  of  billiards  in  over  a  dozen 
years.  I  am  extremely  fond  of 
tomatoes  but  rarely  touch  them. 
1  prefer  hazard  to  chemin-de-fer. 
1  consider  San  Francisco  to  be  a 
ghost   of   its   former   self. 

1  would  rather  look  at  a  pretty 
woman  than  listen  to  a  homely 
one.  I  am  unable  to  appreciate 
the  charms  or  merits  of  open-faced 
restaurants.  I  do  not  like  any 
variety  of  cream  cocktail.  I  prefer 
Italian  to  German  opera.  I  know 
of  practically  no  teetotallers  whom 
I    like. 

I  do  not  enjoy  the  average  golf- 
club  conversation.  I  believe 
youth's  greatest  tragedy  to  be  its 
inability  to  realize  its  value  until 
too  late.  I  am  unable  to  detect 
the  slightest  semblance  of  charm, 
graciousness,  or  gentility  in  the 
current  age.  I  prefer  twilight  to 
dawn.  I  consider  Newcastle-on- 
Tyne  one  of  the  bleakest  burgs 
it  has  ever  been  my  lot  to  look 
upon. 

I  admire  Walter  Pater's  essay  on 
La  Gioconda,  the  service  on  the 
Orient  Express,  the  direction  of 
Max  Reinhardt,  the  view  from  the 
top  of  the  Puy  de  Dome,  and  the 
"Pshche"  of  Gerard.  I  regret 
the  passing  of  the  restaurant 
Dieudonne  located  in  Ryder  Street, 
London,    W.  1 . 

f  AM  of  the  opinion  that  gaiety 
within  the  next  decade  will 
undergo  a  radical  change  and  that 
the  current  supper  club  will,  before 
the  expiration  of  that  period,  be 
a  thing  of  the  past.  I  have  never 
held  a  royal  straight  flush. 

I  regard  intercollegiate  football 
as  the  greatest  spectacle  that  the 
field  of  sport  offers.  I  prefer  a 
room  with  sawdust  on  its  floor  to 
one  with  batik  on  its  windows. 
I  consider  the  translations  of 
C.  K.  Scott  Moncrieff  to  be  among 
the  ablest  I  have  ever  perused. 
I  would  rather  swim  in  salt  water 
than   in   fresh. 

(CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  32)  ' 


Combat  Sore  Throat 

both  Inside  and  Outside 

Get  at  infection  inside  with  germiL'dal 
spray  or  gargle.  A  ten  percent  solution  of 
Absorbine,  Jr.  destroys  the  virulent  germs, 
and  the  combined  soothing  and  healing 
properties  of  Absorbine,  Jr.  relieve  the 
rawness,  hoarseness  and  irritation. 

Break  up  the  congestion  outside  by  rub- 
bing Absorbine,  Jr.  gently  into  the  throat 
muscles.  This  powerful  efficient  liniment 
helps  nature  to  restore  normal  blood  cir- 
culation. It  draws  out  the  inflammation 
or  soreness.  It  reduces  the  swelling. 

Absorbine,  Jr. — The  Antiseptic  Liniment 
— treats  both  cause  and  effea,  promptly, 
thoroughly  and  conveniendy  and  is  both 
safe  and  dependable.  It  has  a  clean, 
agreeable  odor.  Keep  it  handy  for  other 
emergencies. 

At  most  druggists',  fi.ij,  or  postpaid. 
Liberal  trial  bottle,  loc,  postpaid. 

W.  F.  YOUNG.  Inc. 
203    Lyman  Buildino.   Montreal. 


Absorbine.  J 


C9DLIN 


30 


Goblin 


Read 


Kc~v  York,  London,  Paris  .  .  .  sym- 
/'!'/,(  (>/  ercrylluuii  amusing,  bizarre, 
liysti-yic !  Mollis  by  tlic  tUonsand  are 
(Innvii  to  tliciii  from  afar,  to  be  singed 
of  their  bank-rolls  and  peace  of  mind. 
II' lien  at  last  they  stumble  away,  what 
have  they  really  done?  Seen  half  a 
dozen  shows  at  $5  a  ticket.  Spent  sev- 
eral dull  da-.i'ns  at  the  better-known 
and  more  stupid  night  clubs.  Lived 
too  expensively  at  a  middle-class  ho- 
tel. Eaten  SO  mediocre  dinners.  With 
luck,  met  a  few  minor  celebrities. 
Spent  perhaps  $2,500  for  one  month's 
iihom['lcte  entree  into  only  one  of 
the  oav  capitals  of  the  world.  They  ao 
liome  wunJcrtng  how  they  have  missed 
so  mucli  of  the  advertised  glamour, 
flow  pathetic!  How  extravagant! 
How  much  better  to  spend  $1  for 
five  months'  intimacy  with  everything 


pvc  months    intimacy 
rcaltv  amusinq  in  all  t 
under   the   expert  guida 
Fair! 


cafitnls 
e  of   Vanity 


VANITY  FAIR 

it  covers  the  theatre  brilliantly 


EELIEST  of  the  stars  .  .  .  American, 
English,  Continental  .  .  .  stage  and 
screen ...  in  photograph  and  drawing. 
Reviews  and  forecasts  .  .  .  drama,  musical 
comedy  dancing  turns,  movies  .  .  .  opera  and 
concert  music  ...  in  Vanity  Fair. 

Even  if  you  don't  go  often  to  the  theatre, 
you  want  to  keep  up  .  .  .  and  when  you  do  go, 
you  want  to  know  what  to  pick.  Vanity  Fair 
is  your  best  guide. 

Besides  the  theatre  .  . .  news  of  the  galleries 
and  studios  .  .  .  brilliant  bits  of  plays  and 
sketches  .  .  .  serious    essays    by    masters    of 


English  style  .  .  .  articles  by  modern  thinkers 
. . .  satirical  and  humourous  sketches. 

Departments,  too  .  .  .  golf,  bridge,  tennis, 
other  sports  .  .  .  men's  fashions  covered  from 
London  and  New  York  points  of  view  .  .  . 
sensible  stuff  that  a  man  can  use. 

All  in  all,  a  handsome  and  interesting  maga- 
zine, often  very  funny,  often  very  beautiful, 
well  worth  thirty-five  cents  in  pleasure  value. 

Try  a  copy  of  this  month's  issue.  Or,  better 
still,  pin  a  dollar  bill  to  the  coupon  below  and 
send  it  in  for  our  special  short  time  offer  at 
a  75c  saving. 


RALPH    BARTON        MAX    BEERBOHM        EDOUARD  BENITO        HEYWOOD  BROUN        JOHN  DOS  PAS- 

SOS        COREY   FORD        BRUNO  FRANK       GILBERT   GABRIEL        PERCY    HAMMOND    "BOBBY"    JONES 

r  O  NTR  I  BUTORS    ROCKWELL    KENT       GEORGES    LEPAPE       WALTER   LIPPMANN       COMPTON   MACKENZIE         FRANS 

V.  ^  i-*   1^  IX  mKJ   i  V  ii  o    M^ggj^ggj^       GEORGE  JEAN    NATHAN       DOROTHY  PARKER       HENRY  RALEIGH       EDOUARD  STEI- 

CHEN        DEEMS   TAYLOR        JIM    TULLY       ALEXANDER    WOOLLCOTT 
©CXP 

Vanity  Fair,  Graybar  Building,  New  York  City 

SAVE    73  cents    with   this    Coupon  II  a  Enclosed  find  $1   for  «hlfli  send  me    FIVE    ISSUES  of   Vanity  Fair  beginning 

Bought  singly,  5  copies  at  35c  each  cost  "     °  ^-™-^  «"^  '^oo'-  ""^  ^"^  ^'' »--'  "^  ^^""^  ^" 

$1.75  .  .  .  through  this  Special  Offer  you  ^^^^^^ 

get  them  for  $1   ...   a   saving  of  75c.  D      city  state 
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To  a  Young  Man  Going  to  Hell 

He  fed  on  fairy  tales  when  he  was 
young. 
And  grew  as  fat  as  butter  for  a 

space. 
But  when  he   looked    the    world 
square  in  the  face 
His  health  was  shattered  and  his 

heart  was  wrung. 
It  was  indeed  a  miserable  surprise 
To  find   that  dwarfs  and   giants 
were   so   rare, 

That    no    one     had     Rapunzel's 
length  of  hair, 
That  happy  endings  were  a   pack 
of  lies! 

And  so  he  took  to  drink,  and   to 
light  laughter. 
And  lighter  ladies — so,  at  least, 
he  says — 
And  let  his  soul  be  damned  for  ever 
after. 
And   lay   abed    with    headaches 
holidays. 
O,   strange  young  man,    I   wonder 

what  you'll  do 
If  hell  should  prove  a  disappoint- 
ment too! 

— Elizabeth  Gunn. 

— New   Yorker- 
it:        :^        ^ 

Right! 

Teacher:  "Now,  James,  name 
America's    greatest    general." 

James  (the  son  of  a  broker): 
"General  Motors." 

— Lampoon. 

*  *        * 

A  Warning 

"Hey,  Mike,"  said  a  workman 
to  the  other  atop,  "don't  come 
down  on  the  ladder  on  the  north 
corner — I    took    it   away." 

— Lampoon 

*  *        * 

Yes,  M'Dear! 

The  Husband  (to  visitor) :  "When 
our  little  girl  was  born  1  wanted 
her  called  Pamela,  but  my  wife 
wanted  her  called  Elizabeth — so 
we  compromised.  Elizabeth,  come 
and  say,  'How  d'you  do?'  to  Mrs. 
Brown."  — Judge. 

*  *        * 

A  Chip  Off  the  Old  Block 

First  Barber:  "Nasty  cut  you've 
given  the  old  gent.  Bill.  " 

Second  Barber:  "Yes,  I'm  courtin' 

his    'ousemaid — that's    to    let    'er 

know  I  can  see  'er  Tuesday  nightl" 

— Liverpool  News. 
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If  you  Want  a 

%ew  'Delight! 

There  are  millions  who  use  Salada 
and  know  the  incomparable  satisfac- 
tion which  each  delicious  cup  gives. 
There  are  also  many  who  have  never 
tried  this  wonderful  brand.  If  you 
are  one  of  these,  write  your  name  and 
address  on  this  advertisement,  state 
'  the  kind  of  tea  you  now  use  and  how 
much  you  pay  for  it,  and  mail  to  the 
Salada  Tea  Company  of  Canada  Limit' 
ed,  461  King  St.  W.,  Toronto.  We  will 
send  you,  by  return,  a  iq-cup  trial  pack' 
age  of  Salada  for  you  to  enjoy,  at  our 
expense.  Also  copies  of  our  famous 
booklets  "Cup  Reading"  and  the  "Art 
of  Correct  Tea  Making." 


"SALADA' 


ob7Jin  A  Perfect  Looking  Nose 

M;    Lated   ImproTcd   Model   2S 

corrects  now  ill-thaped  nosea 
quickly,painle»»ly,permanently 
and  comfortably  at  home.  It  is 
the  only  nose-thaping  appliance 
of  precise  adjustment  and  a  safe 
and  guaranteed  patent  device 
that  will  actually  give  you  a 
perfect-looking  nose.  Write  for 
free  booklet  which  tells  you  how 
to  obtain  a  perfect-looking  nose. 
M.  Trilel;,  Pioneer  Nose-Shaping 
Specialist,  Dept.  3161, 
Binghamlon  -  -         N.Y. 


Leading  College  Tours 

Nearly  3.000  members 
from  700  colleges  and 
schools  in  1928.  .:u() 
AM<  KXPFXSE  TOUUS. 
Small  groups.  Ist  Class 
ilotels.    More  motor  travel. 

Send  for  booklet.     ' 
College  TravelClub 
154  Boylston  St..  Boston 


BE 

^^    YO 


;iH  ARTIST 


yoiii   own    borne   during  j 
•pare   time.      Thirty-five  years  of 
•accesBful  teaching  proves  oar  ability. 
Artists  receive   large  salaries, 

Write  today  (or  Art  Year  Book 

^CHQDlf'APMiEPAKr 

Room  4  BAraECMEKMK& 


If  Stomach  Hurts 
Drink  Hot  Water 


Neutralize   Stomach    Acidity,    Prevent 

Food   Fermentation.     Stop 

Indigestion. 


"If  those  who  suffer  from  indigestion, 
gas,  wind,  or  flatulence,  stomach  acidity 
or  sourness,  gastric  catarrh,  heartburn, 
etc.,  would  take  a  teaspoonful  of  pure 
Bisurated  Magnesia  in  half  a  glass  of  hot 
water  immediately  after  eating  they 
would  soon  forget  they  were  ever  afflicted 
with  stomach  trouble,  and  doctors  would 
have  to  look  elsewhere  for  patients."  In 
explanation  of  these  words  a  well  known 
New  York  physician  stated  that  most 
forms  of  stomach  troubles  are  due  to 
stomach  acidity  and  fermentation  of  the 
food  contents  of  the  stomach  combined 
with  an  insufficient  blood  supply  to  the 
stomach.  Hot  water  increases  the  blood 
supply  and  Bisurated  Magnesia,  which 
can  be  readily  obtained  at  any  reliable 
drug  store,  in  either  tablets  or  powder,  in- 
stantly neutralizes  the  excessive  stomach 
acid  and  stops  food  fermentation,  the 
combination  of  the  two,  therefore,  being 
marvelously  successful  and  decidedly  pre- 
ferable to  the  use  of  artificial  digestants, 
stimulants   or    medicines    for  indigestion. 
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Correct  Answer  in  Goblin's 
Great  Figure  Puzzle  Contest 

At  the  outset  of  Goblin's  fourth  great  figure  contest  puzzle,  three 
well-known  Toronto  business  men  were  requested  to  act  as  the  contest- 
ants' representatives,  these  men,  Messrs.  Perry  J.  Giflfin,  Toronto  Star 
Weekly;  William  Houston,  Regina  Leac'er-Post  and  T.  B.  Godfrey, 
chartered  accountant,  erased  several  figures  from  the  original  contest 
chart,  each  making  a  record  of  the  erased  figures  and  placing  the  results 
in  a  sealed  envelope.  This  method  positively  assured  contestants  that 
not  even  the  Contest  Department  knew  the  correct  answer  to  the 
contest. 

On  December  1 8th,  the  three  contest  judges  were  called  upon  to 
decide  the  winners  of  the  different  prizes,  the  sealed  envelopes  were 
opened,  and  the  figures  added  together  and  subtracted  from  the  original 
total,  leaving  a  balance  of  five  thousand  and  seventy  four  (5,074)  which 
is  the  correct  answer  to  the  Indian  Head  figure  puzzle. 

Skill  Displayed  in  Solving  Problem 

Due  to  the  surprising  accuracy  of  our  contestants,  doubtless  inspired 
by  the  magnificent  prize  list,  more  correct  solutions  were  forwarded 
than  there  are  prizes  offered,  the  contest  judges  therefore  instructed, 
in  accordance  with  rule  ten  of  the  original  contest  rules,  that  a  second 
puzzle,  a  tie-breaker,  be  submitted  only  to  those  who  secured  the  correct 
answer  to  this  first  puzzle. 

The  tie-breaker  has  been  sent  out,  and  in  many  instances  contestants 
have  already  returned  their  solutions  to  this  puzzle.  Letters  have  been 
received  from  many  contestants  thanking  us  for  this  new  form  of 
tie-breaker.  One  competitor  states:  "In  your  new  tie-breaker  contest, 
"Goblin's  Wheels  of  Skill,"  the  amateur  has  an  equal  chance  with  the 
expert  puzzle  solver." 

"Goblin's  Wheels  of  Skill,"  is  an  entirely  new  idea  in  puzzles.      It 
is  a  most  fascinating  problem,  and  one  that  is  taxing  the  ingenuity  of 
every  competitor.       Its  enthusiastic  reception  by  so  many  contestants 
is  a  delight  to  Goblin,  as  great  care  was  taken  in   selecting  a  problem, 
that  would  afford  all  contestants  an  equal  chance  to  win. 

Ten  Days  Allowed  for  Contestants  to  Work 
on  Tie-Breaker 

Contestants  are  requested  to  note  in  the  tie-breaker  rules  that  only 
ten  days  are  allowed  from  the  date  the  tie-breaker  is  received  to  solve 
the  problem.  This  assures  every  contestant  the  same  length  of  time  to 
work  on  Goblin's  "Wheels  of  Skill." 

A  reproduction  of  the  winning  "Wheels  of  Skill"  will  be  published 
in  an  early  issue  of  Goblin.  This  will  afford  all  contestants  who  took 
part  in  the  contest,  an  opportunity  to  see  the  course  followed  by  the 
winner  of  the  first  prize. 

Goblin  is  grateful  for  this  opportunity  to  thank  all  contestants 
and  their  friends  for  their  co-operation  in  making  this  the  greatest  of  all 
Goblin  Figure  Puzzle  Competitions,  and  extends  its  hearty  wishes 
to  one  and  all  for  a  Happy  and  Prosperous  New  Year. 


Confession 

(CONTINUED  FROM  PAGE  29) 

I  give  a  wide  berth,  whenever 
possible,  to  anyone  who  gets  plas- 
tered on  a  couple  of  snifters.  I 
consider  the  practice  of  gum- 
chewing  one  of  the  nation  s  most 
unlovely  pastimes.  I  like  milk 
better  than  buttermilk.  1  am  con- 
stantly losing  my  gloves.  I  prefer 
curly  maple  to  golden  oak. 

I  am  amused  by  the  dialogue  of 
Moran  and  Mack,  the  cartoons  of 
Webster,  and  Prohibition.  I  am 
saddened  by  the  high  cost  of  living, 
by  the  humour  of  the  average 
comedian,  and  by  the  unreliability 
of  bootleggers. 

I  have  never  won  a  wish  on  a 
wishbone.  I  am  not  a  booster  of 
hick-town  hotels.  I  believe  most 
people  are  completely  unself-suffi- 
cient.  I  do  not  think  that  the 
importance  of  sleep  can  be  over- 
emphasized. 

— CHARLES    G.    SHAW 

in   The  New   Yorker. 

*  *        * 

Obvious 

The  plumber  knocked  at  the 
door  and  was  admitted  by  an  angry 
lady  of  the  house.  "That  cistern 
you  were  supposed  to  have  mended 
yesterday  leaks  as  badly  as  ever." 
said  she  crossly.  "I  don't  believe 
you  touched  it."  "Did  you  keep 
the  cistern  empty?"  asked  the 
plumber.  "No,  of  course  I  didn't!" 
snapped  she.  "Ah,  well,  that's 
what  done  it,  ma'am,"  replied  he. 
—Taller. 

*  *        * 

"What  makes  you  twitch  so?" 
"I  jus*  been  to  a  flea  circus,  and 

I  guess  I  musta  run  away  wit'  th' 

leadin'  lady." 

— Exchange. 

*  *        * 

The  constable  of  a  New  England 
village,  a  man  of  exceeding  good 
nature,  found  it  necessary  to  lock 
up  three  tramps  who  had  strayed 
into  his  jurisdiction.  Shortly  after 
the  arrest  he  was  met  by  the  mayor 
of  the  village,  who,  observing  the 
constable  hurrying  down  the  main 
street,  asked: 

"Where  are  you  going,  con- 
stable?" 

"Oh!"  exclaimed  the  constable, 
"the  three  tramps  1  just  locked  up 
want  to  play  bridge,  and  I'm  out 
hunting  for  a  fourth." 

— Drexerd. 
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'Roy  made  a  million  dollars  out  of  a  single  love  story." 

'Is  that  so?" 

'Yes,  he  told  it  to  an  heiress  and  she  married  him." 


The  Present  Generation 

Father  (scolding  daughter): 
"Shame  on  you.  Smoking  cigar- 
ettes and  not  giving  your  grand- 
mother a  light  first." 

The  Duce  You  Say! 

Tourist:  "And  how  do  you  like 
the    Government,    old    man?" 

Italian  Editor:  "Oh,  I  can't 
complain."  — Life. 

Oops ! 

Slightly    Inebriated    (to   girl    on 
Broadway):    "Do   you   ever  speak 
to   strangers   on    the   street?" 
Sweet   Little   Dove:     "Oh,    no." 
S.I.:    "Well   then  shut  up." 

— Chaparral. 

*        *        * 

Maybe   It  Was  Two  Other 
People 

"Dear  Clara!"  wrote  the  young 
man,  "pardon  me,  but  I'm  getting 
so  forgetful.  I  proposed  to  you 
last  night,  but  really  I  forgot 
whether  you  said  yes,  or  no." 

"Dear    Will,"    she    replied,    "so 

glad  to  hear  from  you.      I   knew  I 

said    yes    to    someone    last  night, 

but  I   had  forgotten  who  it  was." 

— Alabama  Rammer  Jammer. 


THAT'LL  DO 

Mother  (scolding  child  for  mak- 
ing faces) — "Just  suppose  your 
face  should  freeze  that  way.  Then 
you'd   be  a   terrible  sight." 

Child:     "Did    you    make    faces 
when    you    were    small,    mother?" 
—Froth. 
*        *        * 

Minister:  "I  pronounce  you  man 
and  wife — the  ring,   please." 

Magician  (reaching  in  his  pocket 
and  pulling  out  a  rabbit):  "Gosh, 
the  wrong  act!" 

—Old  Maid. 

Stranger:  "Say,  mister,  got  a 
dime  fer  a  cuppa  coffee? 

Big  Man  About  Town:  Sorry, 
my  good  man,  but  I  really  haven't 
got  a   cent. 

Stranger:  "Well,  fer  gosh  sakes, 
here's  fifteen  cents,  get  a  doughnut, 
too."  — Pup. 

So  Carelses  of  Her 

Landlady  (knocking  at  the  bed- 
room door):  "Eight  o'clock!  Eight 
o'clock! 


Frosh     (sleepily) : 
Better  call  a  doctor.' 


"Did 


What  Made  His 
Hair  Grow? 

Read  His  Letter  for  the  Answer 


"Two  years  ago 
I  was  bald  all  over 
the  top  of  my  bead. 

"I  felt  ashamed 

for  people  to  see  my 
head.  1  tried  differ- 
ent preparations, 
but  they  did  no 
erood.  I  remained 
bald,  until  I  used 
Kotalko. 

"New hair  cam* 
almost  Immediat- 
ely and  kept  on 
growing.  In  a  short 
time  I  had  a  splen- 
did head  of  hair, 
which  has  been  per- 
fect ever  since — 
end  no  retura  eC 
the  baldness." 
This  verified  statement  la  by  Mr.  H.  A.  Wild.  Ha 
la  but  one  of  the  big  legion  of  users  of  Kotalko  wh# 
voluntarily  attest  it  has  stopped  falling  hair,  elimin- 
ated dandruff  or  Bided  new.  luxuriant  hair  growth. 
KOTALKO  is  eold  by  busy  druggists  everywhere. 

FREE  Trial  Box 

To  prove  the  efficacy  of  Kotalko.  for  men's, 
womea's  and  c^ildrcn's  hair,  the  producers  ara 
giving  Proof  Boxes.    Van  coupon  or  write,  to 

KOTAL  CO.,         B  563 ,  Station  o.  New  York 

Please  Bend  mo  FREE  Proof  Box  of   KOTALKO 
Name 
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THE  FAMOUS  SWEDISH 
REDUCING  FOAM  BATH  ^ 

A  reducing  bath  that  actually  reduces. 
A  beautifying  bath  that  really  beauti- 
fies. This  precious  beauty  secret, 
Osmos.  has  rocked  all  Europe  by  its 
marvelous  success. 

A  complete  innovation  in  the  science  of 
weight  reduction,  this  famous  discovery 
of  a  European  scientist  brings  to 
America  the  way  to  permanent,  health- 
ful weight  loss.  The  easiest  and  most 
luxurious  method  in  the  world  of  slend- 
erizing. Not  a  salt  bath.  No  diet.  No 
exercise.  Prescribed  by  physicians 
and  beauty  specialists.  Refreshing. 
Invigorating. 

Loss  two  or  three  pounds  to  one  bath 
with  Osmos  and  judge  for  yourself 
whether  it  deserves  its  tremendous  fame 
abroad! 

Around  the  corner  at  your  druggist's 
or  write  to  the  address  below. 

HONEYWELL  LAILEY  LTD. 

58  E  Duke  St.  Toronto  2,  Can. 
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START 


RICH 


The  Better  Half 

'How's  everything  at  home?" 
'Oh,  she's  all  right." 

— Colgate  Banter. 


Giddap! 

Freshman:     "I'm  way  behind  in 
my  Latin  translation." 

Senior:     "Say,  kid,  you  want  to 
get  on  your  Horace." 

— Colgate  Banter. 


Lady:  "  You  say  you  have  three  degrees?" 

Tramp:  "Sure,  mum,  one  from  Varsity,  one  from  McGill,  and  the  third 
degree  from  the  police."  — Red  Cat. 


Hurrah! 

"Yes,"  said  Pat:  "First  I^wuz 
just  plain  Hooley.  Then  I  became 
Mr.  Hooley,  and  next  Alderman 
Hooley.  Well,  to  cap  the  lot,  the 
other  mornin'  as  1  wuz  going  into 
Church,  the  whole  congregation 
arose,  and  with  one  accord  sang: 
'Hooley,  Hooley,  Hooley.'  " 

■ — Colgate  Banter. 

*  *        * 

Television ! 

"A  venerable  old  Scot  purchased 
a  little  radio  set.  A  few  days  later 
his  friends  asked  him  how  he  liked 
the  set. 

"Well,  it  aw  richt  to  listen  to," 
he  replied,  "but  those  bulbs  are 
not  so  guid  to  read  by." 

—Amherst  Lord  Jeff. 

*  *        * 

Safety  First 

"Heir  about  the  Scotchman 
who  was  arrested  for  going  down 
the  street  naked?" 

"No." 

"He  was  on^his  way  to  a  strip 
poker  game." 

— Wisconsin  Octopus. 
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Fighting  Words! 

A  prize-fighter  was  walking  along 
Sixth  Avenue.  As  he  passed  a  fur 
store,  one  of  the  pieces  in  the 
window  caught  his  eye.  Entering 
the  store,  he  accosted  the  man 
behind  the  counter. 

"I'd  like  to  buy  a  fur  for  my 
girl,"  he  said. 

"Yes,"  said  the  storekeeper. 
"We  have  all  kinds.  Here's  a 
Silver  Fox,  six  hundred  and  twenty 
five  dollars — "_ 

"I  can't  pay  that  much!"  inter- 
jected the  prize-fighter.  "How 
about  those  black  and  white  ones 
I  saw  in  the  window?" 
I!**  "Oh,  you  mean  skunk,"  said  the 
shopkeeper.  And  then  everything 
went  black. 

Williams  Purple  CoW. 
*        *        * 

Cheating 

The  Doctor:  "And  if  he  loses 
consciousness  again,  give  him  a 
teaspoonful  of  that  brandy." 

The  Patient's  Wife :  "While  he's 
unconscious? 


Oh,     doctor,     he'd 


never  forgive  me!" 


-Texas  Ranger. 


C.O.D. 

Judge — "You  say  that  you  rob- 
bed the  restaurant  because  you 
were  starving?  Why  didn't  you 
take  something  to  eat  instead  of 
looting  the  cash  register?" 

Prisoner:  "Your  honour,  I  am 
a  proud  man  and  1  always  pay  for 
what  I  eat." 

— Michigan  Gargoyle. 
*        *        * 

A  Matter  of  Opinion 

"My  father  says  that  he  thought 
nothing  of  studying  five  hours  a 
night." 

"Well,  I  don't  think  so  much  of 

it  myself."  *i    .' 

—Cornell  Widow. 
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MOTHERSILLS 

Quicklif 

Stops  and  Prevents 

Travel  Sickness 

bvL- 

AIR   SEA^TRAIN 

or  AUTO 


for  the  J\few-  "Year 

tSN'T  it  about  time  to  treat  yourself  to  the  sweetest  running  marine  motor  you 
■»■  have  ever  listened  to?  That's  the  world  renowned|Kermathl  Used  in  every 
type  of  boat  m  every  civilized  country  in  the  world.  Modern  construction- 
modem  design— advanced  engineering  refineraents^highly  economical — excep- 
tional power— abundant  speed— reliable  under  all  circumstances. 
When  you  select  a  Kermath  you  select  the  best.  Foremost  for  years.  Send  now 
for  our  catalog  which  will  give  you  complete  information  [covering  the  full 
Kermath  line.     Write  to-day.  3Jtojl50  H.P, 

KERMATH  MANUFACTURING  COMPANY 

5867  Commonwealth  Ate.,  Detroit,  Mich.  90  King  St.  W.,  Toronto,  Ontario 

■■A  KERMATH  ALWAYS  RUNS" 
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Humorous  Illustration  may  be  a  pro- 
fitable profession  or  a  delightful  hobby. 
In  either  case  you  will  benefit  by  the 
unusual  course  which  has  just  been 
prepared  by  Ricardo.  It  is  in  itself  as 
unstilted  and  amusing  as  the  sketches 
of  this  leading  Canadian  caricaturist 
and  includes  many  delightful  examples 
of  his  work.  It  is  the  kind  of  course 
wanted  to  recommend  to  his  correspon- 
but  has  hitherto  been  unable  to  find. 

Progressive.    Based  upon  actual  experience. 
Economical. 

You  need  place  yourself  under  no  obligation  by  waiting  iu 

iUCfitOC    SCHOOL  of  HUMOROUS  ILLUSTRATION 
Box  53,  GOBLIN  86  Adelaide  Street  East,  Toronto  2 

SEND  NO  MONEY  — FREE  COMPASS 
GIANT  TELESCOPE  HALF  PRICE 

This  Is  the  only  five-section  teles«op«  on  the  market. 
The  identical  telescope  sella  In  the  States  for  12. 2& 
which  with  duty  costs  $8.00  laid  down  In  Can- 
ada. It  has  four  8  power  achromatlo  lenses.         ^_^ 

strong  and  clear.    Opens  to  over  three  yfBSSi''*'"itf||HkiJ^^^^*°^  Lots 

feet.    Persons  and  objects  mile*  ^,:^Sgffl  I CIj^lMHii^ff^*^^     °'    fun  I-    Edu 

•way  seem  close.    Count  the       _,-^aSi"'^^ik.vJPP^^^^^^'^      oatlonal,    Inatructive, 
•tars,     see     the     moon.  'l(}0^\.^^fttl^iS^-'''''^        EnUrtainingl    For     Homal 

Heavy  brass   bind-       ^.-aaSS^U^^il^^^^  Farmt     Ranch  I     Camp  I     Travel  t 

Ing.      A    real  ^"^^^i^T^^^^  EUSH    ORDEK    TO-DAY    FOR    FREf 

«*••».  ^JxFZ^i^^ml^^^^        COMPASS  I  YOUR  LAST  CHANCBl    J\»«t  send 

postcard.    We  will  send  telescope  and  eomp^  O.O.IX 
.60    plus    a    few   cents    postase.     Or    tend    %\M    inu    orde* 
and   we   will   pay   postagre,  C 

D.  A  H.  MANUFACTURING  CO..  Dapt.  D  130  Port  SydiMT.  Onl- 
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©riginal 
drawings 

From 

C9BLIN 

By 

Well  Known 

Artists 


GOBLIN  has  on  hand  liundreds  of 
original  drawings,  used  recently, 
which  cin  be  purchased  as  low 
as  from  $1  to  $5  apiece.  These  include 
pen  and  ink,  wash,  charcoal  and  pencil 
sketches  and  make  very  nice  pictures 
for  framing.  They  can  be  seen  at  any 
time  from  9  to  5  at  the  Goblin  Offices, 
86  East  Adelaide  Street,  Toronto. 
For  people  living  outside  Toronto: 
If  you  will  write  us,  mentioning  the 
f.oblin  artists  you  prefer  and  the 
number  of  originals  you  wish,  we  will 
make  a  selection  for  you  and  mail 
them  C.O.D. 
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"But  it  is  very  dear." 

"No.  madam,  and  it  suits  you 
divinely." 

"Send  it  along,  and  I  will  see  how 
it  suits  my  husband." 

— Buen  Humor,  Madrid. 

*  *        * 

A  Tough  Assignment 

Movie  Theatre  Electrician  (run- 
ning up  to  manager):  "Come 
quick,  sir!  The  vitatone  has  gone 
haywire  and  I  can't  find  what's 
wrong." 

Manager:  "Well,  it's  up  to  you, 
my  boy.  You've  got  to  get  behind 
that  screen  and  make  a  noise  like 
Clara  Bow." 

-Life. 

*  *        * 

Sarah:     "Do  you  have  a  dictat- 
ing machine  in  your  office." 
Clara:     "Yes,  darn  him!" 

-Life. 

*  *       * 

"Well,"  said  Guinevere  leaving 
Lancelot,  "hereafter  I'm  going  to 
live  for  my  Art  alone." 

— Harvard  Lampoon. 

*  *        * 

Traffic  Cop:  "Use  your  noodle, 
lady,    use    your    noodle." 

Female  Driver:  "My  goodness, 
where  is  it?  I  've  pushed  and  pulled 
everything    in     the    car." 

—  Wampus. 

*  *        * 

She — "I  s'pose  if  1  marry  you 
you'll  be  out  playing  golf  most  of 
the  time." 

He — "No,  I  won't  darling." 
She — "Well,    I    hope   you   won't 
expect  me  to  stay  home  and  enter- 


tain you 


-Life 


Foreman  (to  pneumatic  drillers): 
"Do  your  best,  boys.  I  got  a  tip 
there's  a  coupla  dentists  in  the 
crowd  watching  yer." 


GOBLII 
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HIGH  SCHOOL  BOARDS 

and 
BOARDS  OF  EDUCATION 

Are  authorized  by  law 
to  establish 

Industrial, 

Technical  and 

Art  Schools 

With  the  approval  of  the 
Minister    of    Education. 

DAY  and  Evening  Classes  may 
be  conducted  in  accordance 
with  the  regulations  issued  by  the 
Department  of  Education. 

THEORETICAL  and  Practical 
Instruction  is  given  in  various 
trades.  The  schools  and  classes 
are  under  the  direction  of  an 
Advisory  Committee. 

APPLICATION  for   attendance 
should    be  made  to  the  prin- 
cipal of  the  school 


COMMERCIAL  Subjects,  Man- 
ual Training,  Household  Science 
and  Agriculture  and  Horticulture 
are  provided  for  in  the  Courses  of 
Study  in  Public,  Separate,  Contin- 
uation and  High  Schools  and  Col- 
legiate Institutes  and  Vocational 
Schools  and  Departments. 


Copies  of  the  Regulations  issued  by 
the  Ontario  Department  of  Education 
may  he  obtained  from  the  Deputy 
Minister  of  Education, 
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III  Most  Important 
11  Consideration  IS 

that  the  publication  be  suited 
and  appeal  to  the  reader.  That 
is  the  first  requirement. 

Nearly  Every 
Publication 

carries  in  some  form  or  another 
a  humorous  department  or 
column.  Nearly  every  publi- 
cation thus  indicates  empha- 
tically that  the  appeal  of 
humor  is  universal. 
Which  is  a  good  argument  for 


86  East  Adelaide  St.,    Toronto 
ELgin  1502 


Insulting 

An  Aberdeen  lady  vs'as  buying  a 
birthday  present  for  her  husband. 
In  the  gents'  department  of  a  big 
store  she  asked  for  a  collar,  size 
sixteen.  The  assistant  quickly 
found  the  appropriate  box  in  which 
the  collars  were  housed  and  in- 
quired in  mild  surprise: 

"Only  one,  madam?" 

"Yes,  certainly,  only  one,"  said 
the  lady,  haughtily,  "do  ye  think 
I'm  a  bigamist?" 
— Illus.  Sporting  &  Dramatic  News. 

*  *        * 

Then  there's  the  Scotchman  who 
got  married  when  he  found  it  was 
the  woman  who  paid. 

~  Judge. 

Inhibition 

"Hello!  Is  this  Longshore  2910? 
Helen?  This  is  Percy.  No,  no — 
you've  made  a  mistake.  Percy! 
P  for  pugnacious,  E  for  enormous, 
R  for  rough,  C  for  cruel  and  Y  for 

yegg." 

— American  Legion  Monthly. 

*  *        * 

Unusual 

"Miss  Wombat,  daughter  of 
Mrs.  Willaby  Wombat—"  The 
society  editor  sat  up  at  this.  "We'll 
make  a  front-page  story  of  it. 
Here's  a  New  York  society  girl  of 
the  same  name  as  her  mother." 

— Louisville  Courier-Journal. 

*  *        * 

Head  of  Firm:  "What  sort  of 
talk  is  that?  Look  here,  are  you 
the  Boss  of  this  concern,  or  am  I?" 

Subordinate:  "Oh,  I  know  I'm 
not  the  Boss — — " 

Head  of  Firm:    "Then  why  do 

you  talk  in  such  a  foolish  manner?" 

— Dublin  Opinion. 

The  Palmy  Days 

Broadway  plays  are  to  take  the 
road  as  talking  movies.  Ultim- 
ately you  will  encounter  the  Broad- 
way actor  who  will  boast  that  his 
voice  toured  the  country  with 
Barrymore. 

— New  York  Sun. 

*  *        * 

Oh  Yeah? 

Bold  Suitor:  "Dearest,  I  love 
you!  What  is  more,  I'm  going  to 
marry  you." 

Film  Actress  (registering  bore- 
dom):   "You  and  who  else?" 

—Tit  Bits. 
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Give  to  your  complexion  a 
charming',  soft,  youthful 
freshness.  This  delicate,  re- 
fined touch  of  adorable  beauty 
is  yours  to  command  thru 

GoURAUOS 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 

Made  in  White  -  Flesh  -  Rachel 

iend  10c.  for  Trial  Size 

Ferd.  T.  Hpnkins  &.  Son, 

MONTREAL 


Venga  Con 
el  Vapor 


Spain 


Entrance  at  180  QUEEN  WEST 

One  block  west  of  University  Ave. 

Dinner  6  to  8  o'clock 
Elgin  0700 


Bovril 

is  often 

better 
for  you 

than  a  heavy  meal 

29-17 


Sotto  Voce 


Goblin 


QuickRelief 

M    CUTS 


BURNS 
BITES 


D  odd's  Antiseptic  Healing  Ointment 
is  a  safe,  soothing  treatment  for  all  skin 
abrasions,  infections  and  irritations.  Its 
powerful,  antiseptic  action  prevents  infec- 
tion of  open  wounds  and  enables  the 
exceptional  healing  qualities  of  this  famous 
ointment  to  quickly  relieve  pain  and  irrita- 
tion  and  bring  about  a  speedy  recovery,, 

Dodd's 

Antiseptic -Healing 


for  cuts,  burns,  scalds,  bites,  sore  feet, 
abscesses,  old  sores,  boils,  eczema,  piles, 
ulcers,  hives  and  all  diseases  of  the  skin. 
Absolutely  pure  and  non-irritating.  An 
excellent  after-shaving  treatment  for  tender 
skins.  Heals  small  cuts  or  chafing  and 
leaves  the  skin  smooth  and  soft. 

Keep   a  tin   on    hand  for 
regular  and  emergency  use 


O  HEALINGa.  (t 


50c  At  All  Druggists 

SEND   COUPON   BELOW 
FOR    GENEROUS 


INCREASED  EARNINGS  ARE  ASSURED 

by  developing  your  ability  to  write  SHORT  STORIES,  ORIG- 
INAL SCENARIO  PLOTS,  or  JUVENILE  STORIES,  The 
Shaw  Correspondence  Courses  are  offered  on  the  basis  "Money 
Back  If  Not  Satisfied."  We  invite  your  enquiry  for  our  Free 
Test.     Select  \our  course  and  write. 

Archie    F.    McKishnie,    Chief    Instructor,   Dept.    0-1, 
Shaw  Schools,  Ltd.,  Bay  aind  Charles  Sts.,  Toronto 


A  Little  Hint 

Mr.  Latestay:  "What  noise  was 
that  coming  from  the  kitchen?" 

Miss  Cutay  (yawning):  "I  don't 
know,  unless  it  was  the  dawn 
breaking." 

— Kansas  City  Times. 

*  *        * 

East  Side  residents  are  up  in 
arms  over  the  activities  of  sneak 
thieves  who  seem  to  be  specializing 
on  the  theft  of  porch  plants,  par- 
ticularly begonias. 

Warren  (Pa.)  Evening  Times. 
And  have  you  ever  tried  sneaking 
up  on  a  begonia? 

— New   Yorker. 

*  *        * 

Help! 

"And  hast  thou  heard,  O  fair 
Tityra,  the  newest  of  strictly 
'Asthma'  ditties?" 

"Forsooth,  my  gallant  young 
buck,  Ignoto,  I  am  a  feared  not, 
but  prithee,  spew  it." 

"Asthma    Weakness    Now." 

—Panther. 

*  *        * 

Cy;  "Say,  pard,  I  see  you  have  a 
bad  leg?  Pray,  tell  me,  what  may 
you  be  doing  for  it?" 

Clone:  "Limping,  Cy,  me  boy, 
limping."  — Log. 

*  *        * 

"My  business  is  looking  good," 
said  the  girl  who  won  first  prize 
at  the  bathing  girl  revue. 

— Texas  Ranger. 

*  *       * 

Definition 

"Haste  thee,  Jonathan,  and  tell 
me  what  is  a  filing  cabinet?" 

"Forsooth,  Jean,  'tis  but  a 
manicurist's    booth." 

—Froth. 

*  *       * 

Help!  Help! 

Queen  of  Spain:  "Moi  gracial 
The  baby  has  a  stomach  ache." 

Lord  Chamberlain  (excitedly): 
"Page,  call  in  the  Secretary  of  the 
Interior."  — Tar  Baby. 

*  *        * 
Idyll 

(From      the      Adamsville     (Tenn.) 

News.) 

If  anybody  hears  of  a  goodlook- 

ing  widow  wanting  to  set  by  the 

side  of  Mr.  Lee  Philips  this  winter 

and  eat  some  good  molasses  for  he 

has  just  made   a   good   crop,   she 

can  just  call  him  over  the  phone, 

— New  Yorker. 


New  Beauty 
Finer  Tuning 


ALL- ELECTRIC 
NO  BATTERIES 

OR 
ELIMINATORS 


Yet  Radiola  18 
Costs  Less 

-rt^NDOWED  with  all  the  most  advanced  features  .  .  .  en- 
"^^  cased  in  a  handsome,  new  cabinet  .  .  .  and  made  amaz- 
ingly selective  .  .  .  Radiola  18  offers  unrivalled  value  at  its 
low  price  of  $170.00. 

Radiola  18  operates  directly  from  any  electric  lighting  socket. 
Through  its  powerful  Radiotron  Rectifier  ...  six  Alternating 
Current  Radiotrons  .  .  .  and  one  power  tube,  programs  come 
in  clear  and  strong. 

Hear  Radiola  18  at  your  dealer's  .  .  .  and  for  best  results 
hear  it  with  C.G.E.  Loudspeaker  100-A. 

%ieliola  16 

CANADIAN   GENERAL  ELECTRIC   CO.,  LIMITED 


^^Beg  Your  Pardon,  Sir!    Waiting  for 
Favorable  Weather  Conditions?^^ 

A  RE  you  too  a  Brother  Under  the  Hood  with  the 
•*^  unfortunate  sprite  depicted  above  by  the  nimble 
fingers  of  our  artist-^ 

In  other  words,  do  you  allow  weather  conditions  to  be 
your  master  or  do  you,  like  increasing  thousands  of  wise 
motorists,  control  the  cold  weather  motoring  problem  by 
using  the  grade  of  the  world's  finest  motor  oil  especially 
prepared  for  the  rigours  of  our  Canadian  winter? 

For  every  clime  and  every  type  of  car  there  is  no  oil  like 
Castrol,  the  famous  blend  of  pure  castor  oil  and  the  best 
mineral  oils. 

The  Product  of 

C.  C.  WAKEFIELD  &  CO.,  LIMITED 


Montreal 


Toronto  Winnipeg 

HEAD  OFFICE:  LONDON,  ENG. 

^         WAKEFIELD  ^ 

CASTROL 

^     MOTOR  OIL     ^ 


Vancouver 


DEMAND  CASTROL  WINTER  GRADES— A  SENSIBLE  NEW  YEAR'S  RESOLUTION 


